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1  CTl  ONf 


ARRELL  WARE 
EN  HINDLEY 


R,Ti  CLE.S 


DIS  GOLDSTEIN 
rRAYLE  HOWLETT 


LP/iaTM£NTS 


-enevieve  smith 
;huck  wiedeman 
eg  gurley 

Al  SMITH 


£/q.TUR.ES 


ILL  HOEBEL 
AT  FRAZIER 
ERNIE  HIRSCH 
EL  PENDERGRAST 


IE  VIEWS 


HELPS  JOHNSTON 
RANK  KEERAN 


,T     WORK 


TEWIE  MERRILL 
ETTY  LLEWELLYN 
RANCELLE  JACOBSEN 
ETTY  JUNOD 


RTOONS 


'ICK  CRAGG 
ETTY  ROSS 


GIRL  ON  THE  COYER 


1ISS  MARTHA  STULL— A* 

Syllabus  Beauty  Queen 

Beauty  Queen  of  the 

1934  Drake  Relays 


ELLSW  ORTH  VINES.  JR.,  the  spectacular  young  Pasadena  athletic  star  ivho  holds  the  U.  S.  National 
Championships  for  1931  and  1932,  and  has  now  swept  through  the  1934  professional  ranks  as  well! 

jTOU^LL  enjoy  this  pleasing 
^^Energizing  Effecl^^ 


When  you've  used  up  your  energy — 
smoke  a  Camel  and  notice  how  you 
feel  your  flow  of  natural  energy 
snap  back. 

This  experience,  long  known  to 
Camel  smokers,  has  now  been  con- 
firmed by  a  famous  New  York  re- 
search laboratory.  Camel  smokers 
enjoy  a  positive  "energizing  effect" 
...a  healthful  and  delightful  release 


of  natural,  vibrant  energy.  A  typical 
Camel  experience  is  this,  Ellsworth 
Vines,  Jr.  speaking — 

"Championship  tennis  is  one  of  the 
fastest  of  modern  sports.  After  four  or 
five  sets,  you  sometimes  feel  that  you 
just  can't  take  another  step.  That's 
when  a  Camel  tastes  like  a  million 
dollars.  Not  only  does  the  rich,  mel- 
low fragrance  appeal  to  my  taste,  but 


CAMEL'S 

Costlier  Tobaccos 

never  get  on 

your  Nerves 


Camels  have  a  refreshing  way  of 
bringing  my  energy  up  to  a  higher 
level.  And  I  can  smoke  all  the  Camels 
I  want,  for  they  don't  interfere  with 
my  nerves." 

So,  whenever  you  want  a  "lift," 
just  smoke  a  Camel.  You  can  smoke 
them  steadily.  For  the  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS  in  Camels 
never  get  on  your  nerves. 

Camels  are  made  from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  TOBACCOS— Turkish  and 
Domestic — than  any  other  popular  brand. 


Llll 


with  a  Camel ! 
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FOR  ATHLETES   FOOT 


so  rOU  HAVE  ATHLETES  FOOT! 

.   .   well, 

that    m 

skes   you    no 

hero. 

It's    a    mute    and    Ing 

affliction    and    will    gain    you    the    same    sweet    sympathy 

and    sol 

citude 

as    comes    fro 

m    n( 

glecting    to    wash    the 

neck 

and   ears.    This   season   you   won't   dance   much    .   .   .   you 

II   hobble 

.     Your 

stride    will    b 

ecom 

e    a    cross    between    m 

ncing 

and    wincing,    and    you    will    be    more    and    more    inclinec 

to    thro 

w    your 

weight    upon 

you 

r    seat    than    your    feet 

An 

altogether    gruesome    outlook;    that    is,    if    you    persist    in 

playing 

host    to 

the    array    of 

parasites,    organisms,    and 

molds 

that  cause   athletes  foot. 

HOW  TO  BE  RID  OF  THE  PLAGUE! 

This    yea 

r   compe 

tent    research 

and 

thorough    clinical    tests 

have 

proved   that  there   is   one    real    remedy   for  athletes   foot 

n    all   its 

forms   . 

.   ringworm. 

tinea 

,   and    all   the   types   of 

yeast 

and    fungus    infections.     PHENYLMERCURIC    NITRATE 

IN    A  CHOLESTRINIZED  BASE  ACTUALLY  PENETRATES 

AND 

ERADICATES   ATHLETES    FOOT   and    that    quickly    and 

convenie 

ntly.    Th 

s  Is  what  you 

get 

n   EXIT  for  athletes  too 

t  .  .  . 

and    the    percentage    of    cures    is    so    high    that    we    inclu 

de    a    mo 

ney    bac 

k    guarantee 

*ith 

Bvery    treatment.     The 

:ream 

and    powder,   complete,   will   cost  you   two   dollars   .   .   .  s< 

jrry:    that 

Is    a    lot 

of   money   in 

this 

year   of   the    big    drouc 

ht   in 

allowances     but  the   makings   cost  25   and    12   dollars   pe 

pound    c 

s   writte 

n.    and    the    cr 

eam 

Itself   Is   the    trickiest   sort   of 

mayonnaise    stuff    that    ever    drove    a    good    chemist    to 

drink   his 

own    gr 

sin    alcohol. 

EXIT 

for    athletes    foot    is    or 

sale 

near   the    campus    at    HOOS'    DRUG    STORE    on    Sherma 

n    at  Cla 

k,  HUERBINGER  Dru 

qCc 

mpany  at  Church   and 

Sher- 

man,   and   at  the  CAMPUS   PHARMACY,   821    Noyes   St 

eet. 
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ROUND  TOWN-^-OFFN  ON  CAMPUS 


PALMER  HOUSE 

Monroe  and  Wabash 

Empire  Room 
Ted  Weems 

$2   minimum    per  person 


THE  DRAKE 

Michigan  and  Oak 

Silver  Foresf 
Johnny  Hamp 

No  Cover 


THE  STEVENS 

Michigan  and  Seventh 

Boulevard  Room 
Carlos  Molina 

No  Cover 


THE  CONGRESS 

Michigan  and  Congress 

Joseph  Urban  Room 
Paul  Pendarbis 

$  I  per  person  cover 

THE  BISMARK 

Randolph  and  Wells 

Walnut  Room 
Art  Kassel 

No  Cover 


HOTEL  SHERMAN 

Clark  and  Randolph 

College  Inn 
Buddy  Rogers 

No  Cover 
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Fairbanks  at  Ontario 

Henry  Busse 

No  Cover 

ARAGON  BALLROOM 

Lawrence  and  Broadway 

Wayne  King 

$  1 .50  per  couple 

FRENCH  CASINO 

Clark  and  Lawrence 

Three  bands,  Nobel  Sissle 
$2.50  per  person 

CLUB  SEIDEL 

165  N.  Michigan 

Earl  Hoffman 

No  Cover 
No  Minimum 

BLACKHAWK 

Wabash  at  Randolph 

Hal  Kemp 

No  Cover 


SUNDAY,  SEPTEMBER    16 

Pledging  for  men. 

MONDAY,  SEPTEMBER   17 

Freshman  Weeic  begins. 

WEDNESDAY,  SEPTEMBER  19 

In+ertraterni+y   party   tor  freshman   men. 

SUNDAY,  SEPTEMBER  23 

Professional   Panhellenic   Rush  Tea. 

MONDAY,  SEPTEMBER  24 

Classes  Commence. 

WEDNESDAY,  SEPTEMBER  26 

Sorority  Rushing  Formals. 

THURSDAY,  SEPTEMBER  27 

Sorority  Rushing  Formals. 

FRIDAY,  SEPTEMBER  28 

Silence. 

SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  29 

Sorority   Pledging;   Independent  Dance; 
Beta  Omicron  Tea. 

SATURDAY,  SEPTEMBER  29 

Football — -'Marguette  at   Evans+on. 

SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  6 

Football— Iowa   at  Evanston 

SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  13 

Football— Stanford  at  Palo  Alto. 

SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  13 

Tentative  Date  for  Navy  Ball.  Earl  Burt, 
nett  at  the  Evanston  Country  Club.  Watch 
the   Daily  for  confirmation  of  this  affair; 
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on  Supplies 

Commerce 
Notebooks 

With  N.  U.  Seal  and  Col- 
ors—slie  81/2x11.  Com-  $  I 
plete    with    filler    ,  ,  ! 

ll«8l/2    PLAIN    TO^ 

Theme  Paper 

Good    quality    20-lb.         [" 
stock,    package  ^^ 

Desk  Lamps 

Made  with  adjustable  arm 
to  direct  Illumination  to  $  I 
suit    any    condition  I 


Slide  Rules 


$  1 .25        $  I 


0 


.85 


Mechanical   Drawing 

Supplies  -  Sets 

Music  Score 
Pads 


35c 


The  Challenger 

A  PARKER  PEN  which  com- 
pares in  quality  with  the  fa- 
mous DUOFOLD.  Colors: 
Black,  Marine  Green,  Bur- 
gundy  and  $0.50 

Pearl    Grey     ^ 

PENCIL  TO   MATCH     $1.25 


YOUR   ACTUAL 

Signature  FREE 

On  any  pen  purchased 
during  this  week.  See 
this  done  right  before 
your      eyes!       Identifies 

nywhere.       Insures 

if    lost. 


you 


We 

Repair 

All   Makes 

Pens  and 

Pencils 
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THE  PARROT 


GIVE  US  A  BREAK! 

We  are  offering  no  apologies.  We  do  not  wish  this 
to  be  construed  as  an  appeal  to  the  sympathies  of  the 
campus.  We  are  simply  asking  for  a  decent  break.  We 
believe  we  shall  get  it,  provided  the  campus  is  in  full 
possession  of  the  facts. 

Briefly,  the  facts  are  these: 

Last  year  the  campus  definitely  indicated  that  it  would 
not  support  a  purely-humorous  publication.  Ten  percent  of 
the  fraternity  men  subscribed  to  the  Parrot.  The  sorority 
girls  were  not  much  better.  For  the  most  part  these  were 
Freshmen;  the  upperclassmen  reading  the  Parrot  when  the 
original  subscriber  had  finished.  Naturally,  the  Parrot  lost 
money,  and,  just  as  naturally,  the  Board  of  Publications 
decreed  that  the  Parrot,  like  MS  before  it,  must  be  dis- 
continued this  year.  But  the  staff  was  of  a  different  mind. 
They  believed  that  if  the  magazine  were  to  be  radically 
changed,  improved,  and  the  price  lowered,  the  campus 
would  once  more  support  the  Parrot  100  percent.  A  quiet 
ballot  taken  on  campus  substantiated  this  theory.  The 
Board  decided  to  let  the  staff  go  ahead  and  put  out  ONE 
issue  on  Registration  Day,  on  the  condition  that  if,  in  the 
eyes  of  the  campus,  the  Parrot  was  STILL  not  worth  sup- 
porting 100  percent  then  this  first  issue  would  also  be 
the  last. 


So  the  staff  worked  all  summer  and  the  result  of  their 
labors  you  have  in  front  of  you.  Here  is  the  first  issue. 
We  think  it  is  good,  but  don't  let  that  influence  you. 
Judge  for  yourself.  It  is  up  to  you  to  decide  whether,  in 
your  opinion,  the  Parrot  merits  your  support  and  your 
subscription    of    a    dollar-fifty    on    Registration    Day. 

At  Registration,  if  you  have  indicated  on  your  class 
card  that  you  are  subscribing  to  the  Parrot,  you  will  re- 
ceive a  copy  of  the  first  issue  as  you  leave  the  building. 

We  have  done  our  part  .  .  .  will  you  do  yours? 

We  believe  you  will. 


oo  CASTED  SHADOWS 


Next  month  —  The  Parrot  announces  a  Naughtical 
Number  —  featuring  the   NAVY   BALL  —  watch  for  it! 

Pat  Frazer  contributes  another  for  her  inimitable  humor 
art'cles.  A  q.'-cnd  short  story  by  Mary  Jane  Morrow. 

More  Fashions,  Collegiana,  Pollyana,  Purple  Purms,  Fac- 
ulty Facts,  Inquisitive  Reporter,  Dilly  Norwhizbang,  News 
Re-vues,  Short  Short,  Alumni  Pages,  McKInlock  Pages, 
Review  Ratings,  Campus  Chatter  .  .  .  and  finally,  a  few 
random    Parrotings.' 

Forty  pages  chock  full  of  the  kind  of  material  the 
campus  acked  for  .  .  .  make  SURE  you  get  it  by  subscrib- 
ing on  Registralion  Day!  Otherwise,  well — even  the  Parrot 
can't  live  on  love  and  kisses! 
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hey/ 

All  Journalists, 

Specialty  writers,  artists, 

And  Authors  who 

are  interested  in 

creative  work  for 

The  Purple  Parrot  — 

Kindly   communicate 

with  the  Editor, 

In   101   U.  H.  Hall 

Any   afternoon 

Between  2  and  4. 

If  you  have 

Talent  — 

The    Parrot  needs  you  — 

And  you   need 

the   Parrot  ! 

Drop  in  — 

Tomorrow  ! 


A  Break 

For  You ! 

Due    to    a     very    special     arrangement 
with     "Life"     Magazine,     we     are     able 
to    offer    you    a    combination    subscrip- 
tion   of    8    issues    of    the     New    Purple 
Parrot  and  "Life,"  both  for  $1.75  there- 
by   saving    you    $1.50. 

Have    them     both    sent    home    to    the 
folks — fill    out    the    coupon    below    and 
send    it    to    the    Editor,    Purple    Parrot,     , 
101     University    Hall. 

8  issues  Purple  Parrot,  $1.50  Q 

—with  "LIFE,"  both  for  $1.75  D 

1 

Street                

City State 

eOLL£Gi/lNA 


WINNER  TAKE  ALL 

The  hospital  patients,  bored  and 
unable  to  secure  playing  cards,  filched 
the  diagnosis  cards  from  a  nurse's 
pockets  as  she  went  by.  A  game  of 
draw  poker  was  started,  and  on  the 
first  hand  they  bid  high  and  over- 
raised  each  other  until  all  their  money 
was    on    the    table. 

"Well,  I  guess  I  win,"  said  one 
reaching  out  for  the  money.  "I've  got 
three  appendices  and  two  gall 
stones." 

"Just  a  minute,"  spoke  up  another. 
"Not  so  fast.     I  got  four  enemas." 

"O.  K.,"  said  the  first,  "you  win  the 


pot." 


Juccaneer 


NOT  FAR  ENOUGH 

He  was  always  sleeping  in  class. 
There  he  sat,  in  the  front  row,  with  his 
eyes  closed  and  his  mouth  open,  from 
one  end  of  the  hour  to  the  other.  At 
last  the  professor  could  stand  it  no 
longer.  One  day,  when  the  discussion 
had  been  particularly  intricate,  he 
stopped  in  the  middle  of  his  lecture 
and   said: 

"Gentlemen,  we  have  been  working 
on  the  hardest  problems  in  this  course 
and  there  sits  the  man  who  needs  it 
most,   asleep!" 

The  student  gently  opened  one  eye 
and  whispered  so  that  all  might  hear, 
"I  wish  to  God   I  were.  " 

— Lampoon 


SHOP  t^h\  CO-OP 


for 

I  TEXT  BOOKS 
I  SUPPLIES 
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of 

SHEAFFER 

PARKER 
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PENS 
and  PENCILS 
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E 
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R 
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D 

THE 
TYPEWRITER 
EXCHANGE 

3^£7r 


RENTED— REPAIRED 

SOLD— EXCHANGED 

UNDERWOODS— REMINGTONS 

CORONAS— ROYALS 

THE  CO-OP 

Orrington    Hotel    BIdg. 

I72t  Orrington  Ave. 

GRE.  2600-2616 
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LOVE  IN   BLOOM 

There  was  only  one  other  passenger 
besides  the  honeymooners,  Buffalo- 
bound,  on  an  early  morning  bus. 
While  they  passed  through  the  lighted 
streets  of  cities,  they  maintained  their 
reserve,  but  became  affectionate  as 
the  coach  sped  along  the  countryside. 
The  groom,  anxious  to  reach  the  des- 
tination, asked  his  fellow-passenger  if 
he  knew  how  far  it  was  to  Buffalo. 

"Yeah,"  said  the  stranger,  "we 
passed  it  while  you  was  in  that  last 
clinch."  • — Froth 


ETIQUETTE 

The  man  had  been  swimming  in  a 
creek,  and  had  left  all  his  clothes  on 
the  bank.  When  he  came  out,  he 
found  that  everything  had  been  taken 
except  his  hat.  He  was  In  a  quandary, 
but  finally  decided  to  walk  down  the 
road  to  town,  holding  his  hat  modestly 
in  front  of  him.  Soon  a  lady  came 
walking  toward  him.  She  stared  at 
him  intently. 

"If  you  were  a  lady,"  he  said,  "you 
wouldn't  look  at  me." 

"And  if  you  were  a  gentleman,"  she 
replied,  "you'd  tip  your  hat!" 

— Punch   Bowl 


NO  SYSTEM 

Ole,  the  night  porter,  was  testifying 
before  the  jury  after  the  big  bank 
robbery. 

"You  say,"  thundered  the  attorney, 
"that  at  midnight  you  were  cleaning 
the  office,  and  eight  masked  men 
brushed  past  you  and  went  on  into  the 
vault  room  with  revolvers  drawn?" 
"Yah,''  said   Ole. 

"And     a     moment     later     a     terrific 
explosion  blew  the  vault  door  off,  and 
the  same  men  went  out  past  you  car- 
rying   currency   and    bonds?" 
"Yah,"   said   Ole. 
"Well,  what  did  you  do  then?" 
"Aye  put  down   my  mop." 
"Yes,   but  then   what  did   you   do?" 
"Veil,  Aye  say  to  myself,    'dis  bane 
hell   of  a   way  to   run    a    bank!' 

— Mugwump 


SHORT  SHORT  SHORT  STORY 

They  stood  on  the  Brooklyn  bridge 
and  gazed  over  the  placidly  undulat- 
ing waters.  Before  them  stretched 
crowded  shores,  oily  ripples  of  water 
and  an  incessant  stream  of  boats.  Be- 
hind them,  in  the  distance,  rose  the 
fog-enveloped  spires  of  New  York's 
skyline.  Far  down  the  river  lay  the 
Brooklyn  Navy  yards. 

"That's  a  man-o'-war  over  there," 
he  said  casually. 

"Then  that  little  boat  that's  pulling 
it  must  be  a  tug-o'-war,"  she  smirked. 

The  authorities  had  one  helluva 
time   finding    her   body. 


DOOM  IS  INEVITABLE 

Michigan,  nationally  famous  as  the 
FHarvard  of  the  West,  has  dropped 
behind  its  eastern  rival  in  one  respect. 
They  match  FHarvard  in  conservatism 
and  somber  neckwear,  and  their  pro- 
fessors make  Who's  Who  with  discour- 
aging regularity.  But  just  across  from 
the  Harvard  campus  is  a  barber  shop, 
earnestly  intent  on  catering  to  the 
ideal  Harvard  man.  Its  neatly  let- 
tered sign  says,  "Physiological  Hair 
Cut,  25c."  A  diligent  search  revealed 
nothing  in  Ann  Arbor  to  compare  with 
this.      Michigan   must  be  slipping. 

— Gargoyle 


BEAU  GESTE 

"When  I  looked  out  of  the  window, 
Johnny,  I  was  glad  to  see  you  playing 
marbles  with    Billy  Simpkins." 

"We  wuzn't  playing  marbles,  Ma. 
We  just  had  a  fight,  and  I  was  helping 
him    pick    up   his  teeth." 

— Boston   Beanpot 


AIRFLOW 

Was  I  fast?  Lissen,  guy,  when  I 
played  for  the  Giants,  every  time  I 
hit  one  of  many  home  runs  I  reached 
first  base  before  the  spectators  could 
hear  the  crack  of  the  bat.  Then  when 
I  rounded  second,  the  second  base- 
man usually  said  something  that  made 
me  sore,  so  I  slapped  the  third  base- 
man in  the  catcher's  mouth.  Not 
bad,    eh? 

— Battalion 


LOVE  THIRTY 

A  man  wandered  Into  a  tennis  tour- 
nament the   other  day   and   sat  down 

on    the    bench. 


'Wh 


o  s  game.' 


sked. 


A    shy    young    thing    sitting    next   to 
him  looked  up  hopefully. 
"I    am,"    she    replied. 

— Mugwump 
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RICHARD  (Dick)  SAYERS,  .11  ^ 
Dick  owes  his  campus  prominence 
io  his  marked  business  abili-fy 
which  gave  him  the  Business  Man- 
agership of  the  Purple  Parrot 
while  sfill  a  Junior.  In  addition, 
he  has  served  on  the  Freshman 
Social  Committee,  Sophomore 
and  Junior  Commission,  and  has 
been  a  delegate  to  the  Inter-Fra- 
ternity Council  for  two  years. 


MARY  L  MANLEY,  A<1> 
We  honor  Mary  for  her  versatility  and  leader- 
ship in  many  campus  activities.  Rushing  Chair- 
man of  her  Sorority,  Member  of  the  Sophomore 
and  Junior  Social  Committees,  Junior  Social 
chairman,  Member  of  her  freshman  and  sopho- 
more soccer  and  basketball  teams,  served  on 
W.S.G.A.,  and  member  of  Dad's  Day  committee. 


CHESTER  (Chip)  TAYLOR,  -l-K* 
Chip,  as  one  of  the  most  popular  Seniors  on 
Campus,  enters  the  Hall  of  Fame  through  his 
ability  to  combine  successfully  scholarship,  ath- 
letics, and  social  leadership.  Member  of  Phi 
Eta  Sigma,  four  times  an  "N"  man  (two  years  of 
swimming  and  baseball).  Member  of  Sophomore 
Commission,  Purple  Key,  Purple  Claw,  Sextant, 
Deru,  President  Junior  Class,  and  President  of 
his  Fraternity.    Truly  a  remarkable  record. 


GEORGE  (Butch)  POTTER,  <I>A0 
Butch  crashes  the  Hall  of  Fame 
principally  because  of  his  undis- 
puted supremacy  as  a  field  gen- 
eral par  excellence  on  the  grid- 
Iron.  An  ex-AustIn  Scholar,  "N" 
man  for  two  years.  President  of 
his  Fraternity,  member  Purple  Key 
and  Deru  and  a  recognized  leader. 


Page  7 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


PAT  FRAZIER  TENDERS 

The  Freshmen  (and  Others)  Some 
Choice  Pointers  On  — 


HOW  TO  BE 
A  BIG  SHOT 

Being  a  B.  M.  O.  C,  (Big  Man  on 
Campus)  or  its  feminine  counterpart, 
B.  W.  O.  C.  is  really  the  only  worth- 
while thing  to  be  at  Northwestern,  so, 
if  you  are  a  woman  regard  these  words 
of  wisdom  seriously,  take  heed,  and 
sometime  you,  too,  may  arrive. 
Lesson  I — Dates 

Get  lots  of  dates.  If  you  can  ave- 
rage ten  a  weekend  you  will  be  made, 
(tsk,  tsk)  for  your  sisters  in  the  blond 
will  look  upon  you  with  awe  and  ad- 
miration, and  put  you  up  as  beauty 
queen,  secretary  of  the  freshman  class, 
or  freshman  something  or  other  in  the 
Y.  W.  C.  A.,  which  activities  will  so 
impress  the  men  that  you  will  conse- 
quently have  more  dates,  "Drome- 
dary's Dried,"  preferably.  Always  make 
five  or  six  a  night,  so  that  in  case  four 
or  five  should  develop  bad  cases  of 
empty  walletness  or  measles  you  will 
not  be  left  holding  the  bag.  In  case 
more  than  one  pans  out  you  can  leave 
someone  else  holding  the  bag.  Any 
sorority  sister  will  do. 

Lesson  II— W.  S.  G.  A. 

In  case  you  belong  to  a  sorority 
which  makes  you  pay  your  dues  to  this 
fictitious  organization  for  the  govern- 
ing of  the  Northwestern  woman  the 
first  step  is  taken.  Now  all  you  have  to 
do  is  go  to  the  bi-monthly  "Cozies" 
sponsored  by  this  group,  drink  catnip 
tea,  and  make  catty  remarks  about 
other  people's  sisters,  or  your  own, 
and  the  first  thing  you  know  you  will 
get  to  be  chairman  of  the  Cozies,  end 
next  year,  if  you  work  hard,  and  don't 
let  anyone  catch  you  coming  In  late, 
you  may  be  elected  president  of 
W.  S.  G.  A.,  and  wear  a  purple  robe, 
and  bawl  girls  out  for  doing  the  things 
that  you  were  too  smart  to  get  caught 
doing. 


Lesson  III— Y.  W.  C.  A. 

The  Young  Women's  Christian  Asso- 
ciation is  a  power  on  campus,  a  power 
for  good,  of  course.  You  may  here 
gain  prominence  by  going  to  orphan 
asylums,  and  playing  games  with  the 
little  ones,  who  at  the  slightest  provo- 
cation are  Inclined  to  punch  you  in  the 
nose.  (We  know.  We  did  It),  and  we 
got  it,  too,  right  on  the  schnozzle).  An 
alternative  is  to  read  books  to  old 
people,  but  being  a  freshman  you 
probably  don't  know  how  to  read  so 
skip  It.  If  you  can  skip  books  you're 
O.  K.  After  several  semesters  of  good 
works  like  this  you  may  become  an 
officer,  and  wear  a  cross  and  halo. 
Then  you  are  a  big  shot. 

Lesson  IV — Be  Noisy 

hiere  is  the  final  step.  The  louder 
the  woman  the  bigger  the  shot.  Imi- 
tate the  Tower  of  Babel  and  cultivate 
parlor  tricks  to  do  at  fraternity  parties. 
Men  like  to  be  looked  at,  and  if  you 
attract  attention  they  will  stampede  to 
you  so  that  people  will  see  them  when 
they  look  at  you.  hierewith  closes  the 
first   installment. 

If  you  are  a  man,  see  here: 
Lesson  I — Be  An  Athlete 

This  Is  surely  the  royal  road  to  big 
shotism  for  any  man.  All  you  have  to 
do  is  go  out  and  play  football  In  the 
mud  for  several  afternoons  a  week  for 
several  hours.  If  you  break  your  leg 
or  collarbone  so  much  the  better. 
Nothing  attracts  the  powers  that  be 
like  bandages.  Breaking  your  neck  Is 
not  so  good.  After  you  have  done  this 
for  several  semesters  you  will  be  a 
campus  hero,  and  get  elected  presi- 
dent of  something,  and  get  to  lead  a 
prom  or  something.  Once  you  have  led 
something  your  worries  are  over,  for 
you  are  officially  made.  Basketball  and 
track  are  not  bad  ways  to  get  to  be  a 
big  shot  either.  At  least  —  you  can 
have  those  athletic  feet. 


Lesson  II — Journalism 

hiave  you  a  weak  heart  or  thin  legs? 
Do  they  laugh  when  you  appear  in  a 
bathing  suit.  Take  courage,  there  are 
other  ways  to  become  a  success.  Work 
for  the  Northwestern  Daily.  Run  er- 
rands for  the  editors.  See  if  there  is 
any  news  at  the  office  of  the  Dean  of 
Men,  when  you  know  there  Isn't  any, 
(that's  printable).  If  a  brother  is  some- 
thing on  the  Publications  board  you 
are  liable  to  get  appointed  editor  of 
the  Dally,  or  chairman  of  the  editorial 
board,  and  being  these  things,  al- 
though quiet,  is  a  good  way  to  fame, 
and  look  at  the  publicity  you  can  get 
for  yourself. 

Lesson   III — Politics 

Go  Into  politics.  Don't  say  what's 
the  use.  There  isn't  any.  Of  course 
class  presidents  don't  do  much,  and 
of  course  the  school  could  get  along 
without  them,  but  being  the  president 
of  a  class  is  the  thing  to  be  anyway. 
Go  around  with  political  powers.  Say 
persuasive  things  to  sorority  girls, 
those  who  are  angry  because  they 
didn't  draw  a  good  office.  Explain  to 
them,  that  there  aren't  enough  of- 
fices for  every  sorority  every  year, 
and  that  they'll  get  the  junior  social 
chairmanship  next  year.  (Tell  this 
to  all  of  the  disgusted  tongs,  it 
never  fails),  and  the  first  thing  you 
know  you  will  get  nominated  for  some- 
thing, and  if  everyone  in  the  party 
votes  the  way  they're  told  to,  like 
good  little  boys  and  girls,  you  will  be 
elected.  (Not  bad,  huh?) 

hIere  endeth  the  course,  with  a  few 
private  admonitions  for  the  Parrot  it- 
self. Don't  study  too  hard.  Phi  Betes 
get  their  names  In  the  paper  only  once 
In  four  years,  when,  and  If,  they  be- 
come Phi  Betes.  Associate  only  with 
big  shots,  for  even  if  you're  only  a 
little  one  it  raises  your  prestige  to  be 
seen  hobnobbing  with  the  big  ones. 
Keep  In  good  with  everyone,  they  all 
have  the  votes,  and  when  you  gradu- 
ate jealous  little  shots  will  be  glad  to 
see  you  go.  Jealousy  Is  the  final 
tribute  to  the  student  who  has  worked, 
and   arrived. 
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1  THANK  YOU— 
I  thank  you  ever  so  much— but  I  couldn't 
even  think  about  smoking  a  cigarette." 

"Well,  i  understand, 

but  they  are  so  mild  and  taste  so  good 
that  I  thought  you  might  not  mind  trying 
one  while  we  are  riding  along  out  here." 


©  1934,  Liggett  &  Myers  Tobacco  Co. 
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Darrell  Ware's  Latest 
Novelette  of  the  Ring 

MIGHTIER  THAN 
THE  SWORD  " 

YOU'LL  CHILL!  YOLI'LL  THRILL! 
YOU'LL  CASP-!  YOU'LL  RETCH! 

Illustrated  en  masse  hy  the  Parrot  Art  Staff 


Salvador  Nogales  had  just  been  recognized 
by  the  boxing  commission  as  heavyweighi 
champion  of  the  world.  To  boxing  fans,  Salva- 
dor was  nothing  but  two  hundred  and  twenty- 
six  pounds  of  beef  stretched  to  a  height  of 
six  feet  four.  Therefore  the  announcement 
pleased  only  Salvador,  Sol  Ebrien.  his  erst- 
while manager,  and  some  hundred  aspiring 
heavyweights  who  were  certain  they  could 
p    if    not    with    one    punch,    at 


floor  the  chan- 
least  with  two. 
At  the  monr 
stalwart,  well-q 
typewri 


it  meant  nothing  to  one 
ed  figure  hunched  over  a 
the  news  room  of  the  Daily 
Press,  beating  down  his  index  fingers  like  a 
dog  digging  out  a  gopher.  Dean  Downally, 
columnist,  had  the  eye  of  a  periscope  and 
the  ear  of  a  vacuum  sweeper,  but  his  features, 
nevertheless,    were    handsome    and    strong. 

With  an  almost  continuous  motion,  he 
ceased  typing  and  ripped  the  paper  from  his 
machine,  mashing  it  into  a  ball  which  he 
tossed  into  a  waste  basket  with  great  force 
and  direction.  hJe  then  looked  up  and  to  the 
left  to  meet  the  amused  gray  eyes  of  Sally 
Dennison,    movie   critic. 

"Isn't  the  sight  of  a  human  soul  in  agony 
sacred   to   you?"   he   aslced. 

"I  was  just  remembering  how  you  looked 
when  you  first  took  that  job  six  months  ago," 
Sally  told  him.  "All  enthusiasm,  a  bright 
smile  on  your  face,  eager  to  write.  It's  been 
interesting  to  watch  you  slow  down." 

Dean  tilted  back  his  chair  and  brushed  a 
strand  of  black  hair  from  his  eyes.  "There  are 
some  days  I  can.  and  some  days  I  can't,  that's 
all.  I'm  not  slowing  down."  hie  thumped  the 
front  legs  to  the  floor  as  Nick  Masters,  angu- 
lar sports  editor,  hurried  past.  "What's  new 
and  funnier  in  the  world  of  perspiration, 
Nick?" 

Nick  curled  the  corners  of  his  mouth  into  a 
mirthless  smile  and  said  "ha-ha -ha"  rapidly. 
Then  he  held  up  an  attention-compelling  fin- 
ger. "Salvador  Nogales  has  just  been  recog- 
nized as  the  heavyweight  champion." 


"That's    not    funny, 

It's    pitiful.       Nogale 

couldn't    last   a    round 

with    any    one    of    th 

commissioners." 

"Put   it   in   your   colu 

nn." 

"How   will   you   treat 

it?" 

"Any  champ  is  better  than  none  for  us. 
We're   going   to   be   serious   as   hell." 

"Oke.  Thanks.  That's  as  good  as  anything 
else,    1    guess." 

As  it  developed,  it  was  better  than  any- 
thing else.  In  due  time  Dean  arrived  at  the 
office  for  a  new  day  to  be  repeatedly  con- 
gratulated. Nick  thumped  him  on  the  shoul- 
ders. 

"Boy,  you  started  something!"  he  howled. 
"Everybody's  talking  about  yesterday's  col- 
Dean  regarded  him  suspiciously.  "Tell  me 
something   I   can  believe,  am   I  fired?" 

"No!"  Nick  stated  enthusiastically.  "You've 
got  a  Job  for  life.     You're  sued  for  libel." 

Downally  sank  back  on  the  edge  of  his  desk 
and  the  grinning  staff  surrounded  him.  "Will 
somebody  please  tell  me     .     .     .     ?" 

"I'll  tell  you,"  Nick  volunteered.  "Nogales 
and  his  manager  have  wired  that  they're  suing 
the  paper  for  what  you  said  yesterday." 
Dean  still  looked  dazed.  "You  know,  you 
wrote  a  column  about  Nogales  and  you  ridi- 
culed him.  You  said  he  was  the  world's  worst 
fighter.  You  said  there  were  twenty-five 
grammar  school  kids  In  the  city  who  could 
lick  him.  That  might  have  passed  O.  K.  but 
you  went  on  to  state  that  Nogales  had  stolen 
the  championship  and  you  used  a  few  other 
choice  words  like  that  and  now  there's  a  fat 
suit  for  $100,000  out  for  you  and  the  Press  to 
gloat   over.      Isn't  that  great?" 

Dean's  cigarette  was  lit  with  trembling  fin- 
gers.    "What — what  can   I   do?" 


"Going   to   pay  the   money?" 
"A  hundred  thousand?   I  doubt  it  like  hell!" 
"Good!"   said   Colburn,   the   editor,    coming 
up  at  this  point.     "Fight  it  out." 

"No  use  running  up  a  bill  fighting  it,  is 
there?"  Downally  protested.  "If  what  the 
boys  say  is  true,  Nogales  has  won  his  case  al- 
ready." 

"I  don't  mean  to  fight  the  lawsuit,"  the  edi- 
tor snapped.     "1   mean,  take  the  alternative." 

Dean's  eyes  widened.  "I  didn't  know  there 
was  an  alternative.     However,   I'll  take  it." 

"Attaboy,"  Colburn  slapped  him  on  the 
back  resoundingly,  but  his  dry  expression  did 
not   change.      "I'll    bet  on   you." 

"To   do   what?" 

"To  lick  him!" 

Dean  gasped.     "Say,  what  is  this?" 

Colburn  surveyed  the  crowd.  "Haven't 
you  told  him?"  As  heads  were  shaken  in 
negation,  Colburn  indulged  in  the  first  open 
laughter  he  had  ever  permitted  himself  be- 
fore his  staff.  When  the  impulse  had  van- 
ished as  sv/iftly  as  it  had  appeared,  he  ex- 
plained. 

"Nogales  said  he'd  either  sue  us  for  $100.- 
000  damages  to  his  reputation,  or  he'd  fight 
you  in  a  feature  match  and  attempt  to  im- 
press you  v/ith  the  fact  that  you're  a  liar. 
You  know,  you  said  any  male  under  fifty 
could    whip    him." 

Dean  swallowed,  then  swallowed  again,  "I 
said  that?" 

"Sure.   Don't  you    read   the   papers?" 

"And  Nogales  is  going  to  make  me  fight 
him?" 

"Ten    rounds." 

Dean  lit  another  cigarette.  "That's  better 
than    life    Imprisonment." 

"Attaboy!"  said  Colburn  again,  snatching 
the  cigarette  from  the  mouth  of  the  humorist. 
"No  more  smoking  now.  No  more  drinking.' A 
little  work  to  get  you  in  shape  and  you  can 
take  him."  He  turned  to  the  other  men.  "Dean 
can  take  him,  can't  he.  boys?" 

"Won't  even  work  up  a  sweat." 
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"I'll  be  cool  all  right,"  Dean  agreed,  react- 
ing nnore  normally.  "I'll  fight  tomorrow  at 
three.  There's  no  use  worrying  about  this 
thing  for  days.  The  result'll  be  the  same  any 
way." 

Coiburn's  jovial  expression  was  scared  away 
by  an  ugly  one.  "Whadya  mean?"  he  growled. 
"You  going  to  let  that  bum  knock  you  out? 
You  can't  go  calling  a  prize  fighter  a  bum 
in  my  paper  and  then  let  him  knock  you  out. 
You've  got  to  whip   him   from   the   first  gong!" 

"I  should  say,"  Dean  observed  sarcastically. 
"I  feel  better  already  just  for  thinking  of  it. 
V/hen  do  we  slarr  training?" 

"At  once!"  Coiburn's  professional  mind 
grasped  the  plan  in  all  its  ramifications. 
"You  dash  out  a  column  telling  what  you're 
going  to  do  to  Nogales.  Herb,  write  a  front 
page  story  that  is  one.  Nick,  get  Phil  and  his 
camera  and  load  up  the  sports  section  with 
pictures  of  this  guy.  Have  the  artist  draw  in 
some  muscles.  Set  to  work,  gang.  The  fellow 
telling  the  biggest  lie  gets  a  five  dollar  raise!" 
2 

Roadwork  with  Dean  Downally,  "The  White 
Collar  Hope"  as  he  had  styled  himself,  was 
a  matter  of  bumming  automobile  rides  and 
then  waiting  behind  a  tree  for  time  to  pass. 
When  he  could  be  made  to  punch  the  bag, 
it  took  on  the  startling  beat  of  a  slow  m.otion 
picture.  Skipping  rope  was  an  affair  of  one 
jump  and  a  pause  while  a  flunkey  untangled 
the  mess.  Shadow  boxing  was  even  more 
ethereal  than  it  sounds.  Undoubtedly  the 
challenger's  best  prize-fight  work  v/as  done 
via    radio   and   typewriter. 

Striding  into  the  office  a  mere  half  hour  be- 
fore deadline  on  his  copy.  Dean  saw  an  ugly 
expression  on  the  face  of  his  managing  editor. 
"I  bought  a  new  suit."  he  announced  cheer- 
fully,    forestalling     the     inevitable     reprimand 


from    Colburn.    "I    charged    it   to    the    paper." 

"What's  the  grand  idea?"  roared  the  editor, 
who  did  not  have  to  pay  for  it  personally. 

"Muscles,"  said  Dean  proudly,  bending  his 
arm  to  swell  his  biceps.  "I'm  getting  so  much 
muscle  that  my  clothes  won't  fit  me,  so  I'm 
ordering  new." 

"The  only  place  you're  getting  muscles 
won't  show  much,"  Colburn  snorted.  "Further- 
more, Scotty  tells  me  you  won't  even  go 
through  the  motions  of  training.  What's  the 
idea?" 

Dean  shrugged  his  shoulders,  "Scotty,"  he 
said  contemptuously. 

"He's  the  best  trainer  in  the  business.  He 
could  knock  out  any  fighter  he  ever  trained. 
He  would  have  been  world's  champion  him- 
self if  he  hadn't  had  stage  fright  every  time 
he    climbed    into   the    ring." 

"He  doesn't  use  the  right  psychology  on 
me,"  Dean  complained.  "He  wants  to  train 
my  muscles.  Nogales  can  lick  me  that  way. 
What  Scotty  can't  realize  is  that  I'll  win  by 
my  brains.  That's  the  way  the  public  expects 
me  to  win.   By  my   brains." 

"The  public  doesn't  expect  you  to  win," 
Colburn  snarled.  "Neither  do  I.  Neither  does 
Nick.  Neither  does  anybody.  But  v/e  want 
you  to  make  a  good  showing!  "  Colburn 
squinted  his  eyes  pugnaciously.  "Where  were 
you    last    night?" 

"Out  to   a    roadhouse." 

"1    know    it!" 

"Then   why  ask   me?" 

"Just  this,  you  publicity  sop.  You've  got  to 
snap  out  of  this.  The  fight's  less  than  four 
weeks  away.  You  don't  want  to  be  knocked 
out  in   the   first   round!" 

"I'm  not  particular,"  Dean  assured  him. 
"Nogales  can  name  his  own  round.  I'll  be  near- 
by, watching  the  crowd  and  thinking  of  my 
fifty  thousand  dollar  cut,  so  Nogales  can 
strike  whenever  he  wants  to.  Easy  does  it, 
say  1." 

Wifh  a  pleasanf  nod.  Dean  made  for  his 
deslc. 

As  Dean  swung  himself  into  his  chair  he 
greeted  gray-eyed  Sally  Dennison  with  a 
casual  "h^ello,  babe."  He  grinned  at  her 
silence.  "Tell  your  panting  public  that  my 
fight's   going    to    be   filmed    by   the    movies." 

Sally  looked  at  him  without  a  smile.  "Don't 
bother  me.  I'm  reporting  feature  pictures, 
not  comedies." 

Dean  grinned  and  began  opening  the  stack 
of  mail  before  him.  "Aren't  you  proud  of 
knowing  me  personally?  I'll  bet  you  stand  on 
street  corners   and    boast  about   knowing    me." 

"I've  been  walking  down  back  alleys,"  she 
assured  him,  turning  her  back  to  discourage 
further  conversation. 

"What  a  break  for  you,"  Dean  continued 
blandly.  "Working  on  the  same  sheet  and 
all." 

Sally  swung  around,  her  eyes  blazing.  "I 
was  planning  to  keep  out  of  this  affair,  but 
you're  impossible.  You  aren't  even  playing 
fair!" 


"Really?" 


"Meaning?" 

"Just  this.  Dean.  You  seem  to  think  that 
because  you're  mixed  up  in  a  prize  fight, 
you're  some  sort  of  special  character.  You 
don't   even   TRY   to   train!" 

"Maybe  so,"  Dean  observed,  "hieve  you 
ever  been  closely  connected  with  a  prize 
fight?" 

"No."   she   said. 

Dean  hesitated  a  moment,  intent  on  baitino 
her.  "Well.  I've  got  one  good  characteris- 
tic— "   he    began. 

Sally    whirled.    "Trust    you    to    recognize    it." 

"No,    seriously.   I    can   admit   I'm   wrong.    I've 


inged    my    mind — 
going   to  start  tri 


iob. 


lind    you 


img! 


mediately  forgiving. 
ellef  joined  kindred 
"Really?"    she    asked 


work    twelv 


Sally's     eyes     were     ir 
hlope     and     pride     and 
emotions    In    her    heart, 
emotionally. 

Dean    nodded.    "I'm    c, .      ^ 
hours  a   day   practicing   comfortable   horizontal 
positions." 

It  was  several  moments  after  Sally's  abrupt 
departure  that  Dean  realized  with  a  blush  of 
shame  that  he  had  deeply  offended  someone 
whose    consideration    he    would    have    liked    to 


etaii 


Things  changed  that'  night  without  benefit 
of  Dean's  assistance.  As  he  sat  at  his  kitchen- 
ette table  finishing  a  meal  rich  in  the  wrong 
elements,  the  door  suddenly  shook  beneath 
a  strong,  virile,  ominous  knock.  Dean  wondered 
at  the  feeling  of  uneasiness  which  accompanied 
him  as  he  went  to  the  door  and  swung  it 
wide. 

Facing  him  were  three  animated  photos 
from  the  rogue's  gallery  who  stepped  In  when 
he  instinctively  re+reated.  One  burly  individu- 
al, whose  head  nested  In  the  valley  of  his 
shoulders,  was  evidently  the  leader,  hie  spoke 
from  &n  expansive  mouth.   (Next  page,  please) 
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P  U  R  P  L  t /?s\p  A  R  ROT 


"We    aint    gonna     bodder    you     but    a     sec,  Ture  his  entire  attention  with  some  sucfi   balmy  start   that    her   gray   eyes    v/ere    glistening    sus- 

Dean.    'Cause   we    know   you'll    listen    t'reason.  idea  as  this."  piciously.    His    heart   thumped.    "What're    you 

Here's  Tony — "indicating  a  vicious  companion.  5  crying    about?"    he    demanded    roughly,    pri- 

"Tony's   gonna    stay    witcha    "from    now    till    th'  Nogales,   who   stood   six   feet  four   and   who  marily  to  hide  his  own  emotion, 

fight,    an'    make   ya    train— we're    backin'    y'    t'  hastened    the   scales   up   to   two   hundred    and  "''"^    not   crying!" 

win,    see?"  twenty-six    pounds    where    they    wavered    as    if  "Your    eyes    are    in    bad    shape    then,"    he 

"Say,"    Dean    protested,    becoming    worried.  inclined  to  go  to  two  thirty,  swung  at  his  sand  continued.    "They   water." 

"I've    got   to   work.    I    can't    have   that    gorilla  bag    viciously.   There    came    a    sickening    thud  Sally    brushed    them    with     her    finger    tips 

following   me   around."  and    the    rope    broke,    while    the    bag    skidded  in    a    brief   defiant    arc.    "Tend    to    your   writ- 

the  gym   floor.  ing,"   she   advised.   Suddenly  the   shell   of   dl: 


Calcutta    Cap   turned   to   Tony.    "He   .called 

noi 
Ton 


ya     a     gorilla  "     he     observed      "I     wouldn'ta  "That's  the  stuff,"  said   Manager  Sol   Ebrien,         interest  cracked   and  she  said   "I— I   hope  you 

thought   you'd    let    nobody    call    ya    a    gorilla,         "y°">e  developin'   a   punch."  don't   get    hurt   tonight,"    her   voice    breaking 


ny  gr 


ed 


The  scowl  on  the  expansive  dome  of  Nogales  and    soaring    on    the    last    words.    She    buried 

did    not   depart.   "Punch!"    he   snorted.   "What  ^ler  head  on   her  arms  and   lost  control, 

slipped   his  coat  trom   his  ,                            ,          ^               r      ,     ,,          i  r^                   i.            i      ■  l    j   x              ^     i. 

'    "     ,,                      ^'^       ...    .      ,            ,.      ,,  good    ees    a    punch    eef    your    feet    they    be-  Dean   was  too  astonished   to   react  at  once, 

shoulders.      Sorry,    Cap.    I    d.dn  t    hear    him.  ^^ne   meexed   up'"  Then  he  rose  and  standing  at  her  desk,  stroked 

He  approached   Dean  amiably.     Git  yer  dukes  ..^^^  ^^^,^  ^^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^  .^  ^^^,^^  ^^^  ^^^^  aimlessly,  until  he  heard  a  copy  boy 

"P-  got   a    punch,"   said    Sol    bravely.   "Just   stand  snicker.   He   promptly  ceased   his  ministrations 

"What— '•     Dean    stammered,    frightened.  ^^;||  ^^^  j^,^  ^,;^^  p^^,^  ^^^■^^.  ^j^^^^  ^^^^  f^^^  ■■  gnd    returned    to    his   chair. 

Then  he  saw  a  flash  of  white  before  his  Nogales  evidently  was,  however,  for  he  stood  Wasn't  life  a  funny  business?  Prize  fights 
eves  and  abruptly  the  floor  leaped  up  and  looking  at  them  sadly,  shaking  his  head  and  with  world  champions  blooming  from  his 
smote  him  on  the  back  of  the  head.  For  a  sighing.  typewriter — movie  critics  suddenly  becoming 
moment  black  rushed  in,  and  he  heard  a  roar  ..^^^^  ^^  .,  j^,  ordered,  slapping  his  human  and  interesting  and— and  affecting, 
like  that  of  a  train  speeding  through  a  tun-  behemoth  on  the  back  reassuringly,  "let's  just  a  few  feet  from  his  desk.  Such  a  sweet 
nel.  He  felt  no  pain.  Then  things  whirled:  ^^,.^  ^^^^  ^  ^■^■.  |_|g  ^^^^^j  ^,|^  ^  ^^^^  ■■p^^  H^J,  ^^^^  f^  +hink  of  it- 
cleared,  some   pep   in   it."  Sally     interrupted      his     thoughts,      in     fact 

"Ya     see    what    kinda     shape     yer    in.      But  ,,|     ^^^  ,.     ^^ggig^     promised     courageously.  stopped  them  on  the  wing  with  a  steady,  ac- 

Tony'll     train    ya,"     said     Calcutta     Cap    with  -^^^    ^^^^    swished    through    the    air,    Nogales  cusing    glance.   "I    hate   you.    Dean    Downally." 

confidence.  "He's  goin'  fknock  ya  down  every  j^^p^j      awkardly,      got     the      rope     tangled  she   said    levelly,    her   voice   a    skein    of   threat 

hour  till   ya   git  good   enough   to   defend   yer-  ^^^^^^    ^.^    ^^^^    ^^j    f^H    ^,^^    ^    resounding  and     innuendo.     "You're    conceited,     self-cen- 

self.   Just   da    same,   yer   gonna    win    dat   fight  ^^ack.    He    looked    up    at    his    manager   dole-  tered,   heartless.  Nogales  can   do  a   wonderful 

or  go  rldin'  wif  me.    An'  them   I   ride  wit,  don't  ^^^^^  t^,l„g   f^^  humanity  tonight." 

come  back,  see?     So  long!"  j^l    ^^owned.    "I'll    tell    you,"    he    decided.  With    that    she    bounded    to    her    feet    and 

^  "Let's  work  a  little  on  the  sand  bag,  developin'  fled,  hands  clenched  at  her  sides. 

Subsequent  photos  of  the  columnist-pugilist  ^   punch,  forget  about  your  big  feet!"  Dean    sighed    unhappily, 

showed     him     professionally     decorated     with  5  7 

black   eyes   and   split   lips.  This   had   a    remark-  Colburn    seldom     became    excited,    but    he  There  is  a   certain   pleasant  tension  about  a 

able    effect    on    the    sale    of    tickets    and    the  trembled    as    he    marked    the    layout    for    his  great    sporting    event    which    is    dear    to    the 

sporting    world    was    pleased    to    realize    that  fjrst    page    on    the    day   of   the    classic    battle.  heart.   You    get   It   at   noon    on   the    day   of   a 

Dean    actually    showed    signs    of   training.  Although    he   tried   to   think   of  more    pleasant  Notre     Dame     game;     It     makes     your     heart 

"I'm   learning   to  fight,"   Dean   told   Colburn  things,   his  editorial   mind   kept  presenting   him  beat   faster   just    before   the   starter's    gun    ex- 

and     Nick    earnestly,     "but     I     can't    hope    to  ^\f[,    „g^    ^nd    wonderful    alibis    which    could  plodes  when  a  Wykoff  or  a   Paddock  is  at  the 

win    that   way.   To    beat   Nogales,    I've    got   to  be  used,  if  needed,  for  the  first  page  the  fol-  mark.    It   comes   when    a    green    flag    stats   the 

use  psychology.  That's  the  stuff.  That's  beaten  lowing   day.  At  this   trying    moment,   the    per-  race  at  Indianapolis  or  the   barrier  springs  at 

more  men  than  I  could  name."  sonification   of  his  fears  arrived.   Dean   looked  Louisville. 

Colburn     scoffed.    "That    makes     nice     con-  larger,     more     purposeful.     Behind     him     came  In   his  dressing   room.   Dean   began  to  divest 

versatlon.   but  what  wins  fights  are   rights  and  Tony,    decorated    with   tape   on    his   lip,    under  himself  of   his   street   clothes.   His   hand   trem- 

lefts."  his  eye,   and  over  the  lobe  of  his  ear.  bled   and   his   smile   was  forced.   He   breathed 

"You're  wrong  this  time,  chief,"  Dean  Jhg  angry  clack  of  typewriters  ceased,  jerkily  and  a  slight  perspiration  gathered  on 
stated.  "I'll  be  trying  to  win  but  I've  got  to  and  all  the  ofTce  force  swarmed  around  his  upper  lip.  Colburn  gave  him  a  final  part- 
have    a    little    help    of    one    kind    or    another.  the    columnist.   Colburn   thumped    him    on    the  ing   slap  on   the  shoulder. 

My   suggestion    is   that   we    start   some    stories  shoulder.     "You     look    great,     boy.     Sleep    all  "You    can   take    him.    Dean,"    he   said    some- 

about  the  fact  that  Nogales  has  trouble  with  right?"  what  breathlessly,  the  excitement  having  com- 

his   feet."  "Left   a   dent   in   the   bed,"    Dean   told    him.  municated    itself   to    him    as   well.    "I'm    going 

Colburn    was    not    impressed.    "His    feet?    I  Nick   hurried   up.   "Did   you   hear  the   latest?  outside   now."   He   paused  and   blinked   rapidly 

thought  you  said   psychology,   not  chiropody."  Pete    Heflin    of    the    A.    P.    says    Nogales    is  to    hide    his    emotion.    Every    managing    editor 

Dean    was   patient.   "Tell    how   clumsy   he   is.  trying  to  wear  size  ten  shoes  so  his  feet  won't  realizes  at  one  time  or  another  that  the  staff 

Say  that  his  biggest  fights  have  always  shown  interfere   as   much!"  are  his  children.  "The  gang'll  be  there,  pulling 

this    foot-tangling    tendency.    We've    got    to  "Psychology,"     said     Dean     as     proudly     as  for   you.   We're   sitting    just    behind    your   cor- 

make     him     foot-conscious.    Then,     while     he's  If  he  were  the  father  of  it.  ner.    Scotty    will    be    with    you    and    Tony    will 

watching  them,  I'll  get  a  chance  to  smack  him.  Colburn     seemed      relieved.     "Scotty     says  be   your  second.   Feel   all    right?" 

It's   not   as   crazy   as   It   sounds.    It   worked   for  you've   improved   a   thousand    percent.   Which,  "Sure,"  said  Dean  bravely.  "I  feel  fine." 

Maxie,  didn't  It?"  however,"  he  added  cautiously,  "doesn't  make  "Give   him    all   you've   got,    boy." 

"We-I-I."  Colburn  stroked  his  Adam's  apple  you  any  Gene  Tunney."  "Sure.  Sure   I   will." 

thoughtfully.    "We'll    try   It,"    he    decided.    "If  "Dat's    right,"    said    Tony,    following    In    his  The    door    was    suddenly    shoved    open    to 

we're  going   to  do   it  at  all,  we've   got  to   lay  wake.  "But  It  helps!"  admit     Calcutta     Cap     and     his     bodyguard, 

it  on  thick.  A  brain  like  Nogales'  is  capable  of  Dean  took  his  chair  by  Sail/.  Tony   saluted   and   stood   up. 

only  one  thought  at  a  time  and  we  might  cap-  Sally   looked    up.    Dean    saw    with    a    curious  (Continued    on     page    30) 
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"THE   FLAVOR  OF   EDGEWORTH 
THE  REASON  I  SMOKE  A  PIPE... 
'S  THE  ONLY  MILD  PIPE  TOBACCO 
I  KNOW  WITH  THE  RICH  TOBACCO 


FLAVOR  I  LIKE 


// 


MORE   SMOKING    HOURS    PER   TIN 

Edgeworth  Smoking  Tobacco  is  made  and  guaran- 
teed by  Larus  &  Bro.  Co.,  Richmond,  Va.,  and  is 
sold  in  all  sizes  from  the  15  cent  pocket  package  to 
the  pound  humidor  tin.  Several  sizes  are  put  up 
in  vacuum  packed  tins  in  which  factory  flavor  and 
freshness  are  retained  in  any  climate. 


The  Dillj  Xonvhizbang 


ft. 


Number,  please? 


Deathly, 


Pri 


ce  one  nee 


kel 


DARK  DAMSEL 
DEMANDS  DELT 


To  Be  a 
"New  Delt"? 


Do 


A  mysterious  wom- 
an has  been  making 
phone  calls  at  all 
hours  of  the  night, 
asking  for  a  certain 
campus  celebrity.  It 
seems  that  the  B.  M. 
O.  C.  (big  man  on 
c  a  m  pus)  has  just 
gone  out  previous  to 
these  calls. 

"Will  this  damse! 
get  her  man,"  many 
of  the  brothers  are 
asking  themselves. 
She  thinks  he  can  be 
had.  I  think  he  is  got. 

This    sought   -   for        

Delt  has  been  sneak- 
ing out  of  the  back  door  in 
the  dark  enfolds  of  the  night 
and  is  never  seen  again  until 
the  wee  hours  of  the  morn- 
ing, looking  downcast  and  for- 
lorn. His  destination  is  un- 
known— can  it  be  that  this 
mvsterious  woman  is  in  on 
th'isr 

1.  Is  she  spending  nickels 
for  phone  calls  in  vain,  or  are 
they  just  wooden  nickels  r 

2.  Does  he  want  liberty  or 
love  ? 

3.  Does  this  have  anything 
to  do  with  his  neglected 
studies  and   sleepless  nights? 

4.  Do  you  think  she  has  J. 
B.   ( junglebreath)  ? 

5.  What  would  you  do  if 
you  were  in  this  predicament  r 

Answer  these  questions 
promptly  and  send  them  to  the 
"Advice  to  the  Lovelorn" 
Editor,  Lost  Souls  Depart- 
ment. The  winner  will  be 
given  three  cheers  and  a  bid 
to   the   Delts.   The   sucker. 


Delfi'  Damself 

YOU  believe  in  Fairies? 


The  Pi  K.  A.'s  will  give  the 
rushee  a  warm  reception. 
Their  fireplace  has  just  been 
completed. 


WHY,   IT'S   NEWS! 


HANLEY   SEES     GREAT 
SEASON  AHEAD! 
How   far   ahead? 
XO  -MORE  FUMBLES! 


XEW  GLUE  BALL  TO  BE 
USED    BY   TEAM.    STICKS 

LIKE   A    BROTHER 

or  a  mustard  plaster ! 


IT'S  IX  THE 
PJAG ! 


TODAY  AT 
NORWHIZBANG 

12:00  XOOX— (rilly?  i 
4:39  —  Registration  at 
Xorwhizbang  closes — Bam  ! 
Non-attendance  mark  falls 
— crash  !  School  opens  to- 
morrow— phooev ! 

7  :77— Prof.  Branklin  Sliss 
Fnyder  to  blat  over  air 
waves  again  on  station 
WUNK.  Why  sufifer?  Tune 
in  on  WURP  for  some  hot 
Hi-de-hi !  And,  you  farm- 
ers— Hoe-De-Hoe  ! 


MIGAWD! 

MORE  NEWS? 

This   is   too   much! 


Ifs  In  The  Bag 
Says   Dick. 


DOG   HAS   KITTENS 

Xew  Haven,  Pa.,  Mav  - 
(A&P)  —  The  Yale  Bulldog 
save  birth  to  a  litter  of  kittens 
today.  Xo  explanation  is  of- 
fered. It  may  be  a  typogra- 
phical error.  We  can't  always 
])e  litter  perfect. 


ANTI-CLIMAX 
DEPT. 

45-DAY  FAST  MAKES 
WOMAX  OF  61  FEEL  TUST 
20  YEARS  OLD. 

Mrs.  Whitman  Only  Took 
Water. 

Walked   Seven   Miles  Daily. 

Had  Seven  Children. 


IN  THE  SWIM 

Miss  ilillholland,  who  re- 
ceived her  P).  O.  degree  from 
Geneva  last  year,  gets  her 
B.  A.  degree  this  year — Xew 
York   Times. 

They  probably  made  her 
sweat  to  get  it. 


OPPORTUNITY 
DEPARTMENT 

Stock  Market.  Can't  use 
own  money  as  then  I  lose  my 
judgment,  but  have  made  l)ig 
profits  for  others.  Mr.  W.  Box 
L-366.  —Adv. 


-  J 1  a  s  It  - 

Rushing  Resells! 

Final  Fraternity  Stand- 
ings After  Hot-Box 
Smoke    Has    Vanished 

SIGMA  CHI 

57  Varieties 

1  fish 

6  hot  dogs 

Pickalilly 

(You  pick  one, 

I'm  bashful) 

PHI  KAPPA  PSI 

12  Alumnuses 

3  Kappas  that 

got  lost  in  the 

shuffle 

Man  named  Fluttertush 

Phi  Delt.\  Thet.4 

Red  Grange 
The  Four  Horsemen 
of  the  Eucalyptus 
The  Mutterflush  Trio 
with   Connie   Boswelt 

Delta  Tau  Delta 

1  Chic  Sale  Shelta, 
slightly  used 

SIGMA  GNU 

A  female  African 
Water  Buffalo  for 
Homecoming — and 
that's  no  bull ! 

BETA  THETA  PI 

Cicero 

Horace 

Virgil 

.     .     .     and  seven 

of  Al's  little  playmates 

from  Hanleys  Hi-School 

GLEAN  UP  Wise. 

John  O'Malley,  street  clean- 
er in  Milwaukee,  has  been 
elected  assemblyman  in  the 
Wisconsin  Legislature.  Be- 
tween sessions  he  wilt  return 
to  his  simple  task. 

— Boston  Globe. 

With  considerable  added  ex- 
perience. 
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MORE     D  I  L  L  ^'     N  O  R  \^  H  I  Z  B  A  N  G 


THE  DILLY  NORWHIZBANG  STAFF 

An  absolutely  unbiased  publication   (oh,  sure!) 

Editor Tittergush,  Phi  Delta  Theta 

Bus.   Manager.  ...  Bluttermush,    Phi    Delta   Theta 

Chicago  Sales  .Guttersqwush,  Phiddle  Dee  Theta 

Copy  Vlanager.  .  .  Phlutterphlush,  Phiddle  T  Thet 

Editorial  Bored,  and  how! — 

The  Nutterlush  Bros.,  Phiddle  T 

Salesman Puttermush,   Phiddle?    (you  bet!) 


Published  Ijv  an  act  of 
God,  weather  permitting 


J,^^ 


THE  DILLYS  DILLY 
PLATFORM 


1.  WAR  with  W.  Dill 
Scotland  by  Christ- 
mess 

2.  FREE      BEER      unt 

pretzels,     to     all     that 
want  'em ! 

3.  And  nuts  to  the  rest 
of  youse  sissies 

INDOOR  SPURTS 

Letters  from    ottr   lovely 
public 

CATERWAULING 

Last  night  I  was  unable  to 
sleep  because  of  tlie  continual 
v'owling,  screeching,  and  cater- 
wauling of  a  group  of  love- 
lorn cats  outside  my  window. 

Something  has  got  to  be 
done  about  it. 

The  best  way  is  for  some- 
body to  collect  all  the  tom- 
cats in  Evanston  and  let  a 
veterinarA-  take  definite  meas- 
ures to  deprive  these  unpleas- 
ant animals  of  the  seat  of  de- 
sire and  mollify  their  disposi- 
tions. 

If  this  is  not  done,  either 
the  cats  or  the  humans  will 
have  to  pack  up  and  leave. 

Outraged   Citizen. 

THE  CAT'S 
MEOW,  HUH, 
FELLERS? 


STRAIGHT  FROM 
THE  SHOULDER 

"As  one  of  those  who  voted 
for  Hoover  I  wish  Roosevelt 
well.  It  was  not  that  I  loved 
Roosevelt  less,  but  that  I  loved 
Hoover  more.  So  now  I  wish 
for  Roosevelt  a  most  success- 
ful   Administration." 

•Mr.  X.  R.  A. 

There's  whole-hearted  en- 
thusiasin  for  vou. 


57  VARIETIES 

OF  HASH 

Our  cuisine  is  beyond  reproach. 
.After  one  meal  here  you'll 
never  eat  any  other  place. 
You  won't  be  able  to. 

The  Dee  Gee 
Hasherd.ashery 

liXTRA  SPECIAL! 

Floor  Show  Every  Evening. 

Featuring    Imitator    of 

Prehistoric   Beasts. 


Thi 

•;   space  is    left 

iiite 

ntionallv     and 

oidably     blank 

ALL  OVER 
U.  H.  STEPS 

By  Bozo 


Wal.  babes,  once  again  \vc  are 
on  hand  to  sling  it  at  you. 
Trouble  is.  school  ain't  under 
way  yet,  so  we'll  just  have  to 
throw  a  few  choice  morsels 
of  poetry  at  you  and  trust 
you'll  be  happy.  And  if  you're 
not — who  cares  ? 

FRESHMEN! 
We  call  \our  attention  to  the 

fact  that — 
Ye    last    years    freshmen. 

smoothies   now, 
Attired  in  borrowed  tu.x, 
.A.dopt  ye  air,  for  coeds  fair. 
Of  being  in  the  bucks. 
And    frothy,    full    of    foamins 

brew. 
Weave   in   and  out  the  crowd. 
With    hopes    that    when    your 

lady  leaves. 
Her  praises  may  be  loud ! 

— E-xchange. 


.\nd  again 

SOME  CHERGER 
EXCERPTS 

Whan    Aprile    with    his    liquid 

drenche. 
Hath  driven  couples   from  the 

parke  benche — 
Then   longen   men   to  goon   to 

straunge  strondes 
In  hopes  of  findin  warme  and 

goodly  blondes. 
Whan    pretzels    are    in    beer 

again  ge-dunked  i 

And   one    hath    almoste    halfe 

his  cours  y-tlunked. 
Then     specially     from     everv   1 

campus  ende  ! 

To  mile  limite,  they  wende 
The  holy,  blissful  gargle  for  to  i 

seke,  I 

Which  them  hath  olpen  whan 

they  want  to  neke. 

— Chaucer  with  Andy  Salz. 


Arc  Yon 
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K.\IM'.\   Al.I'H.V    TUKT.A 
AND  GAIN  RF.COGNITION 

Send    a    Postcard    f,n-    Pledge 

Pin. 

(  Xo  Dirtv    Rushing  i 

—GIRLS- 
BEST  ASSORTED 

P  A  A  S  I  E  S 

Your  Choice   For 

^1  a  biiiieli 

Phi   Oelt   Green   House 

—BABES— 

You 

Kant  Do  Rong 

if  you 

Pledge  to 

K  4^  |»  p  a 
K  e  p  p  a 
G  e  111  111  a 


Unclassified  Ads 


FOR   RENT 

Bargain  —  lovely  imitation 
jooled  fraternity  pins.  All 
makes — cheap — See  "Jo"  Delta 
Camma  House  any  night  after 

WANTED 

Object  Matrimony  (I  don't,  do 
you?)  Lovely  young  man,  de- 
sireous,  wants  mate.  Write  -\1 
K.  Wall.  Beta  House. 

DAM'  PERSONAL 

My  wife  having  left  my  bed 
quite  bored,  I  shall  not  be  re- 
sponsible for  debts  or  anything 
else  contracted  by  her.  Fitz- 
maurice  Tuttertush.   D.   L". 

FOR   RESULTS 

Trv  the  DILLY"S  ADVER- 
TISIXG  —  if  the  DILLY 
DON'T    .    .    .    PLUTO    Will! 
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W  H  O  S    WHOM 


Junior  Secrefary- 


Sextant     |2)     (3); 
Dramatics   (I). 


CHARLOTTE  J.  WERTH 

Sp.,  AV.   Evanston.   111. 

Treasurer;  Tnalian   Dramatic  Club. 


VICTOR  WADSWORTH 

Com.,  AT,  Oak  Park,   III. 

Syllabus     |i)     (2):    Circus     (I): 


PAULZIFFREN 
Sp.,  Davenoort,  I-t. 
SAX:  ASP;  Purple  Key;  Daily  Northwestern  (I) 
(2)  (3);  Men's  Union  Cabinet;  Class  Commission 
(I)  (2):  Circus  (I);  Charity  Ball  (I);  Varsity  De- 
bate Team  (i)  (2)  (3);  Sargent  Oratorical  Con- 
test Winner. 


HAROLD  B.  VAN  GORDER 
L.  A.,  IlKA,  Williamsport.   Pa. 
Baseball    (I);  Spanish  Club:  Freshman  Social  Com- 
mittee; Junior  Commission;  Band   (3). 


RICHARD    FREEMAN 
Com.,    SX.    Belolt,   Wn. 
Duth    (I)     (2). 


ADYN   E.  SCHUYLER 
L.  A.,  ■J'K^I',  Wllmette,   III. 
Intramural    Swimming     (3);     Purple    Aquatic    Club 
(2);    Men's    Union    (2);    Freshman    Social    Commit- 
tee; Junior  Commission;  Waa-Mu    (2). 


WILLIAM  P.  YOUNGCLAUS 
Eng.,  AT,   Evanston,   III. 
Football    (I)    (2);  Men's  Union   (3):  Class  Commis- 
sion  (I);  Engineering  Society   (I)    (3). 


ELIZABETH  S.  CHAPMAN 
L.  A.,  A*,   Pittsburgh,   Pa, 
Social  Commission    (3);  Syllabus   (3);   University  of 
Wisconsin. 


SIBYL  WINSER 
Jour.,  AFA,  Evanston.  III. 

Volleyball;  Basketball;  Junior  Commission;  Voca- 
tional Guidance  (2);  Coed  Civic  League  (I)  (2); 
Waa-Mu  committees  (I)  (2);  Syllabus  Women's 
editor  (3);  Daily  Northwestern  (I)  (2)  (3);  Desk 
editor  (3);  Student  Directory  (2)  (3);  N  Book  staff 
(I);   Y.   W.   C.   A.    Promction    council;   Circus    (I). 


JOSEPHINE  R.  WEINSTEIN 
Jour.,  KZK,  Chicago.  III. 
Archery    (I);    Daily   Northwester 
(I)    (2);  Hlllei  Club  (3). 


JACK  PATTON 

Eng.,  Ben,  Chicago,   III, 

Track  (I)    (2);  Baseball   (3);  Class  Con 


L.  MARGARET  WATT 

Ed..  KA,   Evanston.  III. 

Swimming;  Hockey;  Baseball;  W.  A.  A.  (I)    (2)    (3); 

W.   S.   G.  A.    (I)     (2)    (3):   Town   Club    (!);   Coed 

Civic      League      (2);      Group      Leader      (2)       (3); 

Y.  W.  C.  A.   (2). 


HERBERT    E.   GANSAUER 

L.   A.,   Wrangler,    Centralla,    III. 

Purple     Key;     Baseball     (I)      (2);     N     Men's    Club; 

Junior   Commission. 


ELIZABETH  K.  SMITH 

Mus..  AXn,   Ramsay,   Mich. 

Junior   Social    Committee;    W.    S.    G.   A.;   Transfer 

Commission   (2)    (3)  ;  Student  Council  of  the  School 

of  Music;  Y.  W.  C.  A.;  Ward-Belmont. 


LESH  FORREST 

L.  A.,  2AE.  Chicago,   III. 

Baseball   (I);  Football   (1);  "N"  Book   (3);  Dip  and 

Strike    (3);  Class  Commission    (31. 


LORRAINE  CLAUSEN 

Mus.,  ASA,  Chicago,  III. 

German  Club,  Y.  W.  C.  A.   (  I  )    (3) ;  House  Council 

(3). 


AND    WHY! 


HELEN  HOWELL 
L.  A.,  \r.  Ot+umwa,   la. 
W.  S.  G.  A.   (2)    (3);   Meristem  Club;  Chanty  Ball 
(2):  Hood   College. 


Z*H;   Shi-Ai;  V. 

Social  Chairman 

(4);    HomecomI 

Northwestern    (I):   Group   Leader 

G.  A.  Award   (I)    (2):  Y.  W.  C.  A 


HELEN  F.  GARVEY 
Sp.,  A*,  Oak  Park,  III. 
G.   A.    (I)     (2)     (3),    Lantern 
Secretary   (3),   President    (3) 
2);    Charity    Ball     (I);     Daily 
3);   W.   S.- 
2)    (3). 


CLEMENS  A.  WERNER 
L.  A.,  ATA,  Walcott,  la. 
Baseball  (I);  Football  (  I  )  ;  Y.  M.  C.  A.  (  I  )  (2) 
(3):  Men's  Union  (I)  (2)  (3);  International  Re- 
lations Club:  Saturday  Noon  Forum;  Junior  Com- 
mission; Group  leader   {2}    [3). 


CORA  KLING 
L.  A..  KKr,  Evanston,  111. 
Alethenal;  Hockey  Squad  (I)  (2);  Freshman  So- 
cial Com.mittee;  Sophomore  Commission;  Publicity 
Chairman  Junior  Cozy;  Spanish  Club;  Co-Chair- 
man Beaver  Contest  (2);  W.  S.  G.  A.  Meda 
(1);   Y.   W.   C.   A.   Finance   Council    (3). 


KENNETH  REARWIN 
Com.,  Austin,  Salina,  Kan. 
*lli;;  Class  Honors  (I)  (2);  Syllabus  (I);  Rifle; 
Sophomore  Class  Commission;  Junior  Class  Com- 
mission; Debate  (I)  (2)  (3);  Co-Chairman  Fresh- 
man Week   (2)    (3). 


KATHERINE  CRUMPACKER 
L.  A.,  AFA,  South   Bend,   Ind. 
AAA;    Ro    Ku    Va;    Daughters    of    Neptune;    Class 
Honors  (  I  )    (2)  ;  Dip  and  Strike;  Meristem. 


MARJORIE  E.  JANIS 
L.  A.,  Chicago,  III. 
Varsity  Rifle  Team  (2)  (3) ;  W.  S.  S.  A.  (2)  ;  Waa- 
Mu  Show  (I)  (2|;  international  Relations  Club; 
Homecoming  (2)  (3);  Dad's  Day  (3);  Purple  Par- 
rot (I)  (2)  (3);  Syllabus  (2);  Independent  Coun- 
cil; Y.  W.  C.  A.    (I)    (2)    (3). 


*-  ISABELLE  MULLIGAN 

L.  A.,  IIB*,  La  Grange,  III 

Dad's  Day  (2);  Homecoming   (2)    (^l;  Syllabus  (3) 

Charity  Ball   (3);  House  Council   (3);  Waa-Mu   (3) 

Lasell  Seminary  (I). 


ZAIDA  HUTCHINS 
Sp.,   r-tB.   Evanston.   III. 

Orchesis;  W.  A.  A.  (2);  Junior  Commission;  Dra- 
matics; Waa-Mu  (  I  )  (2) :  Circus  (  I  ) ;  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
Commission  (2),  Membership  Council  (3);  Group 
Leader  (2)    (3). 


CHARLES  H.  GOHDE 

Eng.,  Chicago,  III. 

Freshman   Football;  Y.  M.  C.  A..   Freshman.  Junior 

and  Senior  Cabinets;   Engineering   Society   (1)    (2) 


ROBERT  WILLIAMSON 
Com.,   *K2:,   Oak    Park,    III. 
Sextant;    Charity    Ball    Committee    ( 
Intramural  Manager  (  I  )    (2) ;  Baseba 


ALBERT    KRUSE,    JR. 
Engr.,    AXA,    Richmond    Heights.    Mo. 
*n2;    Purple    Parrot    (3);    Class    Honors    (I) 
Engineering    Society    (I)     (2)     (3). 


MORRIS  LAWLER  RINEHART 

Com.,  •tKZ,  Springfield,  III. 

Syllabus     (I)      (2)     (3);    German    Club     (2);     Pre- 

Medic    Club     (I);    Glee    Club     (I);    Junior    Class 

Commission;  Circus   (I);  Band   (I)    (2)    (3). 


LAURA  DODGE 

L.  A.,  KA,  Evanston,   III. 

Shi-Ai;  Ro  Ku  Va;  Pan-Hellenic  (I)    (2)    (3);Sopho 

more      Commission;      Junior      Social      Commission 

Scrapbook  (  I  )  ;  Waa-Mu  (  I  )    (2) ;  Class  Honors  (2) 


CLIFFORD  J.  KAMEN 

L.  A.,   ::AE,    River   Forest,    III. 

Purple   Aquatic    Club    (2);    Interfraternity    Council 

(3);    Student   Alumni    Council     (3);    University  , of 

California    (2). 


RUTH  NELSON 

Mus.,  AAA,   St.   Louis,   Mo. 

Sophomore      Commission       (2);      Waa-Mu      Music 

Chairman    (2);    Y.   W.    C.    A.    Finance    Committee 

(2)    (3).     - 
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BEHIND    THE 
DEANS    DESK 

Dean  Hibbard  Speaks  His  Mind 

The  great  difference  between  Oxford  and  this,  its 
American  counterpart,  lies  not  in  the  superior  pulchritude 
of  its  female  scholars  as  has  been  popularly  supposed, 
but  in  the  personality  of  its  Dean.  The  gloomy  Inge  has 
for  many  years  lowered  his  brow  and  sighed  profoundly 
at  the  sight  of  the  imposing  Ivy-laden  Gothic  sanctums 
of  erudition.  But  the  haphazard  and  miscellaneous  archi- 
tectural curiosities  stretching  along  the  shores  of  beauti- 
ful Lake  Michigan  are  a  welcome  sight  to  Dean  hllbbard. 
Even  the  thought  of  the  students  fails  to  depress  him. 

hlowever,  the  cheerful  Dean  of  the  Liberal  Arts  Col- 
lege confessed  that  he  could  not  raise  the  weighty 
problems  of  government  censorship,  the  NRA  and  the 
University  to  the  levity  formerly  characteristic  of  the 
PURPLE  PARROT.  But  since  this  first  issue  of  the 
PARROT  is  primarily  for  the  freshmen,  it  is  well  to  make 
some  concession  to  them  by  includmg  a  few  serious 
remarks. 

The  first  question  with  which  the  Dean  was  confronted 
concerned  the  government  censorship  of  the  press.  Ap- 
parently it  would  be  advisable  for  the  press  to  install 
some  shatterproof  glass  before  throwing  stones  at  the 
government  fish  bowl.  Dean  hHibbard  stated  that  several 
papers  In  Chicago  allow  their  staffs  no  freedoTn  In  the 
reporting  of  news.  All  stories  must  be  written  according 
to  the  hide-bound  opinion  and  policy  of  the  paper.  Thus 
the  papers  themselves  exercise  a  greater  censorship  than 
the   government. 

Such  a  non-partisan  attitude  toward  a  democratic  ad- 
ministration seemed  foreign  to  Evanston.  And  the  Dean 
was  then  subjected  to  the  typical,  unintelligent  question, 
"What  do  you  think  of  the  NRA?" 

He  replied,  "I  am  not  in  business  and  not  a  dyed-in- 
the-wool  Republican,  so  It  is  not  incumbent  upon  me  to 
take  the  government  for  a  ride."  Which  mild  remark 
may  make  subtle  Inferences  regarding  certain  editorial 
policies.  Dean  hllbbard  continued,  "The  NRA  is  not 
primarily  concerned   with    profit.     At   least  It   Is   an   effort 


to  adjust  to  the  problems  of  today."  The  red  flag  of 
radicalism  was  waved  before  his  eyes.  "A  street  car 
painted  a  new  color  would  be  radical  to  the  Tribune," 
was  the  only  response  I  could  elicit.  And  then  I  realized 
that,  of  course,  I  was  not  in  Kenllworth,  the  fortress  of 
American  prejudices  so  mllltantly  commanded  by  the  gal- 
lant  Mrs.    Dllllng. 

College  radicalism?  The  Dean  smiled  sadly  at  the 
strange  persistence  of  this  popular  American  myth.  In 
fact,  he  called  to  mind  the  newspaper  statements  of 
a  national  convention  of  college  students.  Their  speech 
opened  with  the  usual  flourish  of  quotations:  I  do  not 
agree  with  a  single  word  you  say  but  1  will  defend  to 
death  your  right  to  say  them — and  then  concluded  with 
the  expulsion  of  the  communistic  members  of  the  organi- 
zation. Dean  hllbbard  believes  that  this  is  merely  an 
example  of  the  characteristic  American  exploitation  of 
liberalism.  This  much-maligned  word  has  come  to  be  a 
shelter  for  extreme  conservatives  and  even   reactionaries. 

I  then  suggested  that  we  digress  according  to  the 
schojastic  syllogism  leaving  the  International  problems  of 
youth  for  those  of  Northwestern  University.  Although  the 
campus  Is  still  predominantly  social.  Dean  hllbbard  has 
noticed  a  decided  trend  away  from  "collegiatism"  during 
the  past  four  years.  He  then  proceeded  to  expose  the 
essential  conservatism  of  the  college  student.  And  strange 
to  say,  he  likes  to  think  of  himself  as  a  radical.  One  year 
the  entire  campus  shuffles  along  in  corduroys,  and  an- 
other year  it  saunters  past  in  polo  coats.  "Really,"  Dean 
Hibbard  continued,  "the  college  student  is  most  anxious 
to  fit  into  the  groove  —  next  to  capitalists,"  he  hastily 
amended. 

What  attitude  does  the  university  take  toward  these 
student  opinions?  To  this  question  Dean  Hibbard  had  a 
very  definite  answer.  "The  university  wants  to  make  the 
students  Individualists."  The  tag  by  which  they  identify 
themselves  is  irrelevant.  It  is  the  students'  convictions 
which  are  important.  The  university  merely  endeavors  to 
arouse  them  to  think.  It  does  not  try  to  determine  those 
thoughts. 

After  such  statements  1  could  not  refrain  from  asking 
the  reason  for  the  university's  paternalism.  "The  students 
demand  that  they  be  treated  like  men  and  women  and 
they  should  be,"  Dean  Hibbard  replied.  "But  they  act 
like  children."  And  then  he  so  casually  mentioned  the 
debacle  at  the  Varsity  theater,  the  Navy  parade,  etc. 
"I  want  to  compliment  the  students  on  not  having  raided 
the  class  rooms  for  several  years.  When  they  shed  these 
childish  things  they  will   get  the  freedom  they  demand." 

And  with  this  olive  branch  1  finally  departed  and  let 
the  good  Dean  go  to  lunch. 


INTERVIEW  BY 
MISS  LOIS  GOLDSTEIN 

(Next  month  she  tackles  Dean  Harring- 
ton —  watch  for  it!) 
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UNIMPRESSED 

Z'  THE    QEOLOeiCAL 
FORMATIONS  IN  THE 
CAMBRIAN  ERA  HAVE  BEEI 
DIVIDED  INTO  THE  THREt 
SEPARATE  SERIES 
CALLED  THE  LOWER 
CAMBRIAN .  THE  ^^1 D  DL« 
X^^"    ETC., ETC.- 


^TJe  CAMBRIAN  PERIOD 


STILL  ft^ORE  UNIMPRESSED 


^THESILURIAN  PERIOD 


MORE  UNIMPRESSED 

(  THE   ORDOVICIAN    PERIOD> ^ 

SOMETIMES  CALLED  THE  LOWeS^ 
[SILURIAINUPERI0D,\AIA5  THE 

PERIOD  OF ETC. 

AND  50  0N,5*HELP 

YOU 


T>i£  ORDOVICIAN  PERIOD 


IMPRESSED 

^<r     THE 
,  A  (PRINCE  ALBERTIAN 
s'    \  PERIOD  IS  THE 
o  '^^r:^  I    PERIOD  FOR. 


THE  REST  PERIOD 


AFTER  EVERY  CLASS 

IT  RINGS  THE  BELL! 


There's  a  mighty  good  reason  why  Prince  Albert 
Smoking  Tobacco  is  an  outstanding  favorite  among  college  men  — it 
never  "bites"  the  tongue.  Years  ago  the  makers  of  Prince  Albert  dis- 
covered a  process  for  removing  all  the  "bite"  from  every  bit  of  P.  A. 
That's  why  it's  the  mildest,  mellowest,  richest  smoke  you  ever  had.  You 
will  never  know  how  good  a  pipe  can  taste  'til  you  try  Prince  Albert. 


hiNCE  Albert 


PURPLE  r:?^  PARROT 
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According  to  the  monicker  given  this  column,  it  is 
supposed  to  be  devoted  exclusively  to  the  enlightenment 
ot  the  McKinlock  professionals.  But  notice  is  given  here- 
with that  any  choice  morsel  of  chatter,  susceptible  of 
presentation  in  type  is  likely  to  show  up  herein.  Anything 
which  yours  truly  considers  worth  revealing  shall  be  ex- 
posed in  sufficient  quantities  to  occupy  the  space  allotted 
thereto.  Remember,  dear  readers,  all  three  of  you,  this 
is  your  column,  so  prepare  yourselves  to  descend  into  the 
maelstrom  of  gossip  and  barroom   stories. 

While  smothering  this  summer  at  the  Law  School,  I  no- 
ticed a  few  things.  Differences  between  the  McKinlock  and 
Hibernation  campus  students.  In  Evanston  when  the 
weather  becomes  too  unbearable  clothing  is  discarded 
in  proportion  to  the  heat,  but  at  the  Law  School,  coats 
and  vests  were  worn  on  the  most  torrid  days.  When 
Professor  Baker  remo/ed  his  coat  and  vest  one  blistering 
afternoon,  he  uttered  many  apologies — and  he  was  the 
only  one  in  the  classroom  in  shirt  sleeves. 

It  seems  now  that  all  the  professors  are  particularly 
jovial  and  talkative — the  vacation  has  been  responsible  for 
that  condition,  but  never  fear  that  will  soon  end.  For 
ninety  days  they  have  been  at  large  propounding  theories 
to  unwilling  listeners  on  how  to  distinguish  the  straight 
stuff  from  the  blended  poisons.  Once  more  though  the 
ears  of  the  professorate  will  tingle  with  the  gladsome 
yessing   of  grade-conscious   students. 

Talking  the  other  day  with  a  downtown  lawyer  he  told 
me  this  story.  He  had  placed  a  "blind  ad"  in  the  Chicago 
Tribune  for  a  law  clerk  and  received  replies  from  about 
seventy  members  of  the  profession.  He  was  flabbergasted 


when  in  opening  one  of  the  answering  letters  he  discov- 
ered a  crushed  rose  had  been  enclosed.  So  great  was  his 
curiosity  concerning  the  enclosure  of  a  crushed  rose  In  a 
letter  in  application  for  a  job,  that  my  friend  phoned  the 
young  man  who  was  a  Northwestern  graduate,  too,  to 
cc.me  down  to  his  office  for  an  interview.  Fortunately 
for  him,  the  Northwestern  alumnus  was  hired,  though  he 
probably  would  not  have  been  called  in  the  first  place  If  it 
hadn't  been  for  the  rose.  Blushlngly  he  explained  that  he 
was  writing  a  letter  to  his  sweetheart  up  In  Maine  at  the 
same  time  he  was  answering  the  advertisement  for  the 
job,  and  had  accidentally  enclosed  the  rose  in  the  wrong 
letter.  Accident  or  no  accident  it  brought  him  a  job. 

According  to  a  flock  of  figures  produced  by  the 
Carnegie  Foundation,  freshmen  and  seniors  have  approxi- 
mately the  same  Intelligence;  and  freshmen  scored  higher 
than  seniors  in  tests  given  In  history,  social  sciences, 
English,  literature,  and  mathematics.  In  other  words,  you 
unlearn  at  college  that  which  you  have  learned  at  high 
school.  Clever,  isn't  it?  If  you  have  time  to  waste  you  can 
read  more  about  this  unlearning  process  in  John  R.  Tunis' 
article  in  Scrlbner's  for  September. 

And  that,  due  to  a  paucity  of  dirt  on  account  of  school 
not  being  open  as  yet  when  this  was  pounded  out,  will 
conclude  this  month's  installment.  But  if  you'll  bear  with 
us  until  the  next  issue,  we  do  solemnly  swear  that  the 
Downtown  Dirt  will  be  very  dirty  indeed!  And,  Incidentally, 
you  might  help  us  out  to  the  extent  of  dropping  a  few 
personal  comments  into  the  Parrot  Box  which  will  be 
placed  for  that  purpose  at  the   Book-Store. 

LUX  ET  VERITAS, 


Page  20 


PURPLE  /g^  PARROT 


f 


M^KINLOCK  MUTTERINGS 


BURNED    UP! 

"Dear  Parrot: 

"Recently  I  read  an  editorial  to  the  effect  that  McKin- 
lock  was  delinquent  in  the  proper  school  spirit.  That 
McKinlock  refused  to  support  the  Parrot  (also  the  Daily 
and  the  Syllabus).  Well,  why  in  God's  name  would  you 
expect  McKinlock  to  support  your  damn  rag  anyhow? 
WE  have  no  interests  in  it,  there  is  nothing  for  US  to  read 
beside  a  few  lousy  jokes — and  I'll  be  damned  if  I  would 
fork  over  two  bits  a  month  for  them!  Frankly,  you  burn 
me  up! 

"If  you  were  to  give  the  students  down  here  a  break 
once  in  a  while,  maybe  you'd  sell  a  few  subscriptions.  I 
might  even  buy  one  myself  if  the  magazine  warranted — 
what  we  would  like  to  see  in  the  Parrot  is  a  page  or  two 
for  our  own  use — written  by  our  own  men.  Gossip — news 
— pictures — a  column  open  for  letters  such  as  this  one 
(which,  by  the  way,  will  probably  end  up  in  the  waste- 
basket).  If  you  were  to  do  this  .  .  .  well,  the  very  least  it 
would  do  would  be  to  knit  the  two  campuses  more  closely 
together,  and  God  knows  they  need  it! 

"Think  It  over.  Parrot! 

"Medicine  '37" 

WE    HAVE    THOUGHT 
IT   OVER-AND    HOW! 

Well,  Medicine  '37,  we  took  you  at  your  word,  several 
of  them  in  fact,  and  you  got  your  wish.  Here  is  what  we 
sincerely  hope  will  become  one  of  the  outstanding  depart- 
ments of  the  New  PURPLE  PARROT.  Its  columns  are  wide 
open  to  any  and  ail  contributors  coming  from  the  McKin- 
lock Student  Body.  We  only  hope  that  they  will  make  use 
of  Its  facilities.  With  their  cooperation,  it  will  flourish — 
without  It,  It  will  fail  from  lack  of  material.  Drop  your 
contributions  to  this  department  in  the  PURPLE  PARROT 
Box  located  at  the  Book  Store.  Anything  from  a  short  story 
to  a  classroom  crack  will  be  appreciated  .  .  .  and  used.  We 
need  them! 


IB.    M  o    iQ: 


BIG   MEN  ON   McKINLOCK  CAMPUS 


LEONARD  A.  WOODS 

Vice-Piesideiil  Commerce  Club 

Commerce  School  Svllribus 

lilisiiie!.^  M:nmr,-i 


ROBERT  O.  WYNANT 


CHARLTON  SHAW  HAROLD  SILVERMAN 

Director    Commerce    Club  President     Menorali     Society 
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August  13,   1934 
Dear  Newt: 

Enclosed  you  will  find  the  copy  for  the 
News  Re-vue  you  asked  mc  to  d^.  I  hjpc  il- 
ls what  you  want;  if  there  is  something  else 
you  have  in  mind  please  write  or  wire  me 
the  details  and  I  will  try  to  whack  it  out  for 
you. 

I  didn't  recall  the  assigned  length  of  the 
piece— have  written  about  1200  words  and 
marked  certain  paragraphs  for  ommission,  if 
necessary.  They,  of  course,  are  the  ones 
bracketed.  Copy  reading  has  also  boiled 
the  thing  down  a  bit.  I  leave  further  re- 
visions entirely  to  you,  trusting  implicitly  in 
your  GOOD  judgment.  (Why,  it's  a  COM- 
PLIMENT!) 

The  summer  rushes  headlong  to  a  close, 
and  seemingly  it  has  been  as  transient  as  a 
Kappa's  love.  Three  days  after  I  returned 
to  my  family's  manorial  estates  I  went  to 
work  on  the  chain  gang  (news  staff)  of  the 
Wyoming  Eagle,  local  pillar  of  Democracy, 
and  the  publisher  has  tolerated  me  sii^ce.  I 
am  reporter,  proofreader,  copy  hustler,  leg 
man,  overset  overseer  and  red  letter  editor. 
It  is  a   terrible   grind    but   I   like   it. 

My  labors,  which  total  some  65-70  hours 
per  week,  have  left  me  little  time  to  keep 
the  bonds  of  fraternity  tightly  bound,  else 
I  would  have  written  you  and  others  long 
ere    this. 

I  am  given  to  understand  that  the  annual 
fool-the-freshmen  contest  gets  under  way  Sep- 
tember 10.  Although  my  board  of  control 
has  not  yet  published  my  release  date,  for 
the  "Daily,"  it  will  probably  coincide  nicely 
with  the  above.  At  any  rate,  I  shall  try  not 
to   be  the   last  dogie   in  the   corral. 

To  hear  from  you  would  be  delectable. 
May  I?  If  not,  we  shall  at  least  meet  again 
before  the  last  roundup  of  the  Frosh  Lambs 
at  the   Slaughter. 

Yours   in   the   Bond, 
Phelps   (Nip  to  YOU)   Johnston 
3024  Capitol  Avenue 
Cheyenne,  Wyoming 


THE  RE-VUE  FOLLOWS 

This  is  scheduled  to  appear  in  print 
sometime  in  September,  but  as  we 
write  the  date  is  not-quite-mid-August. 
We  may  therefore  be  excused  if  we 
fail  to  indulge  in  the  usual  maunder- 
ings  about  the  beginning  of  another 
year,  another  milestone,  etc.  Perhaps 
it  is  just  as  well  for  us  to  say  no  more 
about  it. 

But  we  naturally  think  a  little  about 
this  year.  Its  beginning  is  no  doubt 
most  significant  to  the  freshmen  and 
to  the  seniors — the  freshmen,  because 
it  is  something  new  for  them,  puzzling 
and  presumably  gaudy  and  glittering; 
the  seniors,  because  while  it  is  old 
stuff,  it  is  the  last  cookie  in  the  batch, 
and  the  question  will  soon  be  "Little 
man,  what  now?" 

There  are  many,  however,  who  will 
for  a  time  at  least  eschew  the  for- 
ward look  in  favor  of  the  backward 
glance.  The  latter  is  inclined  to  be 
much  more  reassuring.  Our  purpose 
in  writing  this  review  is  to  lengthen, 
if  possible,  both  the  backward  glance 
and  the  forward  look  —  and  to  lend 
what  we  hope  will  be  a  helping  hand 
to  our  friend  and  playmate,  Newt 
Lett  the  Racketeer,  in  whose  capable 
if  eccentric  hands  the  destiny  of  the 
1934-35  Purple  Parrot  reposes.  That 
is  our  apology.  (Thank  you  too  much, 
M.  Johnston.) 

The  best  starting  point,  it  would 
seem,  is  the  beginning  of  last  year, 
for  college  life  goes  very  much  in 
cycles,  and  what  was  news  last  year, 
or  something  quite  similar  to  it,  will 
undoubtedly   be   news  this  year. 

Last  year  Northwestern  had  a  rather 
feeble  football  season,  for  reasons 
which  are  difficult  to  assign.  It  is  the 
confident  hope  of  many,  however, 
that  this  particular  cycle  will  not  re- 
peat itself,  and  to  an  unpracticed  eye 
the  situation  appears  more  hopeful. 
The  word  spread  last  spring  that  va- 
rious alumni  and  student  groups  were 


putting  on  a  big  campaign  to  lure 
crack  high  school  athletes  to  this  pop- 
ular winter  resort.  To  judge  from  what 
we   hear,   they   have   succeeded. 

Football  is,  of  course,  the  big  news 
of  the  early  part  of  the  year.  But  it 
could  not  drown  out  the  uproar  of 
the  class  elections.  A  new  deal  for  the 
campus  popped  up  last  year  in  the 
form  of  a  victory  for  the  University 
Movement  in  a  surprisingly  large  num- 
ber of  melees,  and  although  the  Old 
Line  party,  erstwhile  potentate  of  the 
polls,  had  moderate  success  it  was 
clearly  the   U    Movement's  year. 

It  will  be  most  interesting  to  see 
what  happens  in  campus  politics  this 
year.  Rumor  has  it  that  the  Old  Line 
will  present  a  new  lineup.  Rumor  also 
avers  that  the  Old  Line  has  given  up 
the  fight  entirely.  A  few  persons 
cherish  the  hope  that  the  whole  busi- 
ness of  campus  politics  will  take  a  back 
seat,  but  there  is  little  foundation  for 
this  Utopian  vision.  It  is  definitely  pre- 
dictable that  early  October  will  wit- 
ness the  outbreak  of  more  uproar. 

A  magazine  named  MS  was  drop- 
ped by  the  Board  of  Publications  last 
year.  Whereupon  one  George  Guern- 
sey, editor  of  MS,  started  an  Inde- 
pendent magazine  called  the  Gadfly. 
The  Gadfly  was  one  of  the  sensations 
of  the  year,  and  although  it  was  never 
as  daring,  as  liberal,  as  provocative 
and  penetrating,  as  Guernsey  vowed 
it  would  be  before  each  issue,  it  was 
entertaining  and  gave  the  Daily 
plenty  to  write  about.  If  Guernsey  is 
still  around  this  year,  or  if  any  of  his 
coterie  decide  to  carry  on  for  him, 
news  will   be  born,    not  made. 

The  outstanding  news  of  the  year 
had  to  do  with  the  Ill-fated  merger 
of  Northwestern  and  the  University  of 
Chicago.  That  was  a  break  the  pres- 
ent editors  of  the  Daily  probably 
won't  get.  For  days — from  the  latter 
part  of  November  until  well  into  the 
new  year — the  merger  was  top  news, 
(Please  Turn  to   page   31) 
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"Phooy!  There   goes  that  snooty   Kappa   pledge   agai 


Kappa:  "Oh,   Reggie!   I'd  simply  love  to  wear 
your   Phi   Psi   pledge  pin — but  what   would   Chip 
vhafs  she   got  that   I   ain't  got?"  think?" 


Page  23 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Jevvons 
Approves 


of  this  socially 
correct  young 
man,  Mr.  "Babe" 
Howard,  (son  of 
Dr.  Howard,  Dir. 
of  Personnel  at 
North  western) 
not  only  for  his 
apparent  eye  for 
feminine  beauty, 
but  also  for  his 
perfectly  correct 
attire.  For  those 
of  Northwestern's 
elite  who  are  not 
Navy  Men,  the 
correct  evening 
dress  which  will 
predominate  at  the  NAVY  BALL,  Friday,  October 
19— will  be  TAILS ! 

If  you  have  none,  extend  your  credit  at  any 
reliable  Evanston  Clothiers,  and  be  among  those 
dancing  at  the  Evanston  Country  Club  to  the  rhyth- 
mic melodies  of  EARL  BURTNETT  and  his  great 
band.     Bids  $4 — limited  to  300  couples. 


Manley— Babe    He 


WELCOME 

and  an 

INVITATION 


Welcome  to  Northwestern  for  1934- 
35!  We  are  glad  to  renew  old  friend- 
ships and  eager  to  make  the  acquaint- 
ance of  first  year  students. 

Who  are  we?  We  are  the  printing 
organization  who  has  for  years 
assisted  many  organizations  and  in- 
dividuals at  Northwestern  with  their 
printing  problems.  Many  upperclass- 
men  and  women  know  us  well.  They 
regularly  come  to  us  because  we 
understand  their  needs. 

We  consider  it  a  privilege  to  help 
them  .  .  .  and  desire  to  further  serve 
new  interests  and  new  students  whose 
activities     demand     quality     printing. 

Lloyd  HoUister  Inc» 

Printers  •  Publishers  ■  Engravers 

1232    Central    Avenue 
Wilmette  Illinois 
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MY  MAN  JEVVONS  SAYS- 

(and  Jevvons  is  usually  a  bit  in  the  know  about  these 
matters),  that  the  joHy  old  chappies  who  bat  around  the 
better  halls  cf  learning  taking  degrees  in  this  and  that  will 
wear  tweeds  this  Fall.  And  you  can't  disagree  with  Jevvons 
on  these  points  or  the  old  bounder  will  give  you  one  of 
those  nasty  black  stares  that  frighten  little  children  Into 
silence  and  make  cabbies  back  into  the  gutter  to  get 
out  of  his  way. 

Jevvons  says  that  the  jackets  will  be  of  rough  brown 
material  v/ith  bi-swing  backs,  broad  shoulders,  military 
patch  pockets,  a  dash  of  pleats  and  darts  here  and  there 
and  a  spot  of  lea+her  buttons  to  keep  the  jolly  old  breezes 
cut.  A  few  odd   pockets  may   be  scattei-ed  about  at  will. 

The  English  country  gentleman  will  be  emulated  ad 
absurditum — a  bit  of  a  shock  for  the  Beau  Brummel  chaps, 
what,  what? 

Grey  hound's  tooth  slacks — smaller  hound  than  last  year, 
according  to  Jevvons — with  a  two-inch  cuff  and  heavy 
brown  brogues  look  quite  topping  with  the  jacket.  An 
outside-welt  seam  (pressed  out)  and  pleated  tops  are 
suggested,  v/ith  zipper  fly  op+ional. 

A  fairly  wide  assortment  of  linen  will  be  tolerated,  the 
most  striking  of  which  will  be  blue  shirts  of  rough  material 
with  pointed  button-down  collars;  blue  shirts  with  tab 
collars  (pointed  or  round);  and  a  brown,  yellow  and  black 
cotton-flannel  over-plaid  shirt  worn  with  a  solid  four-In- 
hand. 

Jevvons  recommends  a  military  striped  bow  cravat 
with  pointed  ends — but  if  you  look  as  much  of  an  ass  In 
them  as  I  do,  he  says,  stick  to  the  four-In-hand  (the  old 
blighter  Is  just  a  shade  on  the  frank  side  at  times).  An 
informal  cross-country  or  crusher  hat  of  light  tan  will 
complete  the  outfit. 

Jevvons  is  somewhat  a  stickler  when  it  comes  to  formal 
attire,  but  now  and  again  the  old  bounder  gets  a  pretty 
bright  outlook,  hie  swears  by  his  sainted  Aunt's  pink 
poodle  that  within  the  coming  season  the  plain  straight 
white  waistcoa"""  will  be  replaced  by  a  new  cummerbund- 
vest  of  white  pique.  These  things  are  always  a  bit  of  a 
strain  for  Jevvons;  for  days  after  they  appear  on  Bond 
Street  one  can  hear  him  pacing  the  floor,  muttering  to 
himself  as  he  cudgels  that  mighty  and  fastidious  brain 
trying  to  decide  whether  or  not  the  perfect  gentleman's 
gentleman  would  approve.  But  once  the  old  Jevvons'  sanc- 
tion has  been  given  he  will  stick  to  it  through  thick  and 
thin.  A  strain  of  sporting  blood  courses  deep  In  Jevvons' 


Well,  pip-pip  and  cheerio, 
The  Hon.  Chas. 


B 
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FROM 

CAMPUS 

TO 

COLLEGE 
SHOPS 


A  jaunt  through  the  College  Shops  in  Chicago's  depart- 
ment stores  makes  a  Fashion  Editor  feel  about  as  un- 
necessary as  a  Fraternity  Man  at  a  Sorority  Rushing  Tea. 
Why  should  we  attempt  to  even  tell  you  what's  new, 
when  Cora  Kling,  Joan  Wakeman,  Rita  Poole,  Jane  Ire- 
dale,  Nancy  Lewis,  Jean  Thackery,  Loretta  White,  and 
Betty  Dostal  can  model  the  creations  closest  to  your  heart, 
whenever  you  have  time  to  drop  in  at  any  one  of  the  vari- 
ous College  Shops?  In  case  you've  noticed,  and  who 
could  help  it? — these  same  coeds  are  fashion  plates  in 
the  flesh  as  they  attend  classes  and  functions  on  campus. 

However  futile  it  may  seem,  here  are  some  of  the  little 
things  that  count  so  much,  that  were  impressed  upon  us. 
For  classes,  twin  sweaters,  happily,  are  just  as  popular  as 
ever.  You  may  wear  them  in  very  dark  shades  to  contrast 
with  a  boldly  plaided  skirt,  or,  if  you  prefer  to  be  differ- 
ent, try  the  subtle  off-color  shades,  called  "cocktail  colors." 
(They're  so  refreshing!)  Let  one  woolen  dress  be  all  plaid, 
if  you  will,  and  chic  of  line  with  a  marked  absence  of 
trimming. 

For  dates  there  is  something  new  on  the  horizon  for 
you.  An  entire- dress  of  velveteen  in  dark  green  or  wine, 
with  leopard  collar  and  pockets,  if  you  so  desire  (and 
can  afford  it!    And  with  Sally's  prices,  you  can!). 

The  advent  of  evening  brings  to  light  the  newest  of  the 
nevv — the  slit  skirt!- Smooth?  Well,  glance  at  the  illustration 
of  Jane  Mcintosh,  who  is  modeling  one,  and  draw  your 
own  conclusions!  We  hope  you  like  it! 


Popularity  Justified! 


she's  the  best 
y  "^  *t     dressed  girl 
\\'Z^''^y/     in  college    . 


she  wears 
SALLY 
FASHIONS 


This       season       Sally 
has     paid     particul 
heed    to    the    whir 
and    fancies    of    the 
smart     co-ed     .     . 
and     has    created     t 
most  alluring   collec 
tlon     of     college 
fashions     .     .     .     f 
sports,    campus,    din 
ner       and        formal 


Sally  Frocks 

$10  to  $16.50 

Sally    Suits    and 
Coats 

$12.50  to  $45 


FROCKS 


1631    Orring  +  on    Ave 
EVANSTON 

Other  Sally  Shops  Throughout  Chicago 
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WITH 

GRAYIE    HOWLETT 

The    Parrot's    Sports   Writer 

At  that  it  might  not  be  so  far-fetched  as  it  sounds. 
Listening  in  on  the  Conference,  eh?  Well  can't  you  hear 
banging  and  crashing  and  snarling  from  out  of  the  North- 
west as  two  lines  of  Wisconsin  grid  candidates  come  to- 
gether in  the  season's  first  scrimmage?  Or  as  ol'  "Pugger" 
Lund,  the  Western  conference's  successor  to  our  own  foot- 
ball immortal,  Rentner,  in  ability  as  well  as  name,  slaps 
down  three  or  four  of  his  own  mates  while  wheeling  down 
the  field  in  a  practice  game? 

As  Michigan  candidates  fence  amongst  each  other  for 
regular  jobs  on  the  Kipke  model  of  '34?  As  Francis 
Schmidt,  eager  to  make  good  in  "big  league"  football, 
urges  on  his  Ohio  State  warriors  as  they  drill  in  the  shad- 
ows of  the  sprawling  horseshoe-shaped  Memorial  stadium 
in  Columbus,  O.? 

Then  from  Bloomington,  Ind.,  come  the  grunts  of  Bo 
McMillan's  Indiana  huskies  as  they  apply  shoulders  to 
blocking  machines  and  tackling  dummies.  And  from  this 
same  state  of  Indiana  come  other  noises.  A  wailing-like 
sound  from  the  vicinity  of  Lafayette,  the  stronghold  of 
Coach  Noble  Kizer  and  his  head-strong  Purdue  outfit. 
Can't  you  hear  the  sobs  from  the  banks  of  the  Wabash — 
"Graduation  has  wrecked  us."  "Whoinell  will  replace 
hiecker  and  Fehring  and  Pardonner  etc.,  etc.?"  "Look 
at  the  schedule  they  want  a  bunch  of  green  sophomores 
to  wade  through.    It's   just  one   headache   after   another." 

And  listen,  will  you,  to  how  Bob  Zuppke  is  cracking  the 
whip  over  the  Illinois  squad  down  in  Champaign.  Off  last 
season's  records  Zup's  on  the  upgrade  once  again  and  if 
drilling  means  anything,  those  lllini  will  bear  mention  when 
you  get  into  a  fannin'  bee  on  Big  Ten  prospects.  Starting 
his  22nd  year  at  the  down  state  school,  Zuppke  is  spending 
most  of  the  time  in  the  practice  sessions  working  on  the 
end,  center  and  fullback  candidates.  The  biggest  gap  left 
in  the  ranks  of  the  Indians  by  graduation  were  in  these 
three  positions. 

And  now  what  is  all  that  commotion  in  the  vicinity  of 
Iowa  City,  Iowa?  That  hammering  and — sounds  like  a 
boiler  factory.  What's  that?   Oh,   just  Ossie  Solem  fitting 
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new  parts  in  his  Iowa  football  machine  of  1933,  eh?  Tun- 
ing up  cylinders  like  Crayne  and  Hoover  and  Fisher  for 
the  dash  down  in  the  1934  Western  conference  calendar. 
Re-touching  her  here  and  there  so  she'll  be  ready  on 
October  6  for  the  Northwestern  invasion. 

And  speaking  of  Northwestern,  you  can  surely  hear  the 
din  around  these  parts.  Listen  to  the  growls  of  Hanley's 
big  'Cats  as  he  puts  them  through  their  paces,  hlere  is 
another  one  of  the  conference's  "question  mark"  clubs. 
A  sprinkling  of  veteran  material  will  have  to  steady  the 
sophomores  hHanley  will  be  forced  to  throw  into  the  breach. 
They  have  possibilities,  though,  have  these  first-year  pros- 
pects. On  them  ride  the  Purple  hopes  for  '34.  There  is 
no  doubt  as  to  the  ability  of  men  like  Kawal,  Potter,  Whal- 
en,   Tangora,   A.   and    F.    Lind   and    Leeper. 

Added  to  preparations  here  in  Evanston  are  those  on 
the  south  side  of  Chicago.  It's  Clark  Shaughnessy,  starting 
his  second  season  as  a  Big  Ten  coach,  who  holds  sway  in 
the  camp  of  Chicago's  Maroons.  This  year's  Midway 
eleven  will  be  built  around  Jay  Berwanger,  a  junior  who 
was  the  sparkplug  of  the  Maroon  attack  the  past  season. 
In  last  fall's  games  the  Chicago  squad  showed  a  weakness 
to  master  such  primary  football  fundamentals  as  blocking 
and  tackling.  You  can  rest  assured  that  this  fault  will  be 
remedied  and  that  the  1934  Midway  entry  will  cause  some 
of  its  conference  foes  considerable  embarrassment. 

No  sireeee!  That  title  is  not  out  of  place  at  this  par- 
ticular time  of  the  year.  Listening  in  on  the  Conference. 
Why,  it  isn't  a  case  of  listenin'  in.  You  just  can't  help  hear- 
ing 'em!  Now  can  you? 
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Great  moments  In  the  history  of  Northwestern: 

1.  May  31,  1850 — Nine  prominent  Chicagoans  gather 
in  a  law  office  to  formulate  plans  for  a  university,  the  same 
which   it  was  decided   to  call    Northwestern. 

2.  1855 — Formal  opening  ceremonies  took  place  in  the 
frame  building  nov/  known  as  "Old  College." 

3.  1869 — Women  admitted  to  the  University.  Two 
days  after  the  first  batch  of  co-eds  (7)  registered  the  stu- 
dent body  held  the  initial  gueen  election.  Minnie  Lollo- 
polooza  of  Chisel  Junction,  Ark.,  was  duly  crowned  "Queen 
of  the  Civil  War." 

4.  1920 — McKinlock  Memorial  Campus  purchased 
through  the  aid  of  a  gift  from  George  McKinlock,  in  mem- 
ory of  his  son  who  was  killed  in  the  World  War. 

5.  1927— Athletic  Director  Kenneth  L.  (Tug)  Wilson, 
re-organizing  his  department,  brought  Richard  E.  hianley 
to  Evanston  and  put  him  in  charge  of  Northwestern  foot- 
ball.    Subheads  under  Moment  5: — 

a.  1930— Wildcats    tie    Michigan    for    the    Western 
Conference   football    championship. 

b.  1931 — Wildcats  again  share  Conference  grid  title. 

Yes,  Northwestern  is  entitled  to  hum  "I've  hHad  My  Mo- 
ments." Truly  she  has.  But,  setting  aside  for  the  purposes 
of  this  piece  Items  I,  2,  3  and  4,  the  writer  would  like  to 
focus  the  Purple  Sportlite  on  No.  5. 

To  get  the  proper  football  perspective  on  Dick  fHanley 
one  must  thumb  back  through  the  records  to  the  year 
1915.  In  these  turbulent  times  Dick  made  what  might  be 
appropriately  labeled  his  advent  Into  "organized  football." 
True,  he  had  dabbled  In  the  sport  prior  to  '  I  5  but  it  had 
not  been  other  than  any  schoolboy  did  and  still  does. 

So  in  the  fall  of  that  year  we  find  him  reporting  to 
Coach  "Lone  Star"  Dietz  on  a  practice  field  in  Pullman, 
Wash.,  a  candidate  for  a  position  on  the  Washington 
State  eleven.  (And  it  might  be  mentioned  at  this  point 
that  Ernest  "Pug"  Rentner,  perhaps  the  most  glamorous 
football  performer  Dick  ever  turned  out,  has  joined  the 
Boston  Redskins  of  the  National  Pro  League,  coached  by 
this  same   "Lone  Star"   Diotz.) 

Hanley  qualified  for  that  position  he  sought  on  the 
Washington  State  team  and  carried  on  with  the  hluskies 
for  the  maximum  term — four  years — there  being  no  fresh- 
man ruling  back  in  those  days.  During  that  period — 
1915    to    1919 — he    quarterbacked    the    aggregation    and 


was  accorded  All-Pacific  Coast  honors  for  distinguished 
service   in   behalf  of  the   Pullman,   Wash.,   Institution. 

During  the  World  War  he  served  with  the  Marine  Corps 
both  as  a  member  of  the  unit  proper  and  as  coach  and 
quarterback  of  its  great  football  squad.  After  the  Armis- 
tice Hanley  took  the  first  step  In  h's  bid  for  a  place  among 
the  nation's  crack  gridiron  Instructors,  hie  took  over  the 
coaching  duties  at  Pendleton  hiigh  School  on  the  Pacific 
Coast  and  led  that  city's  prep  teams  to  the  State  cham- 
pionship in    1921    and  '22. 

Came  the  next  step  and  this  time  It  took  him  to  hlas- 
kell  Institute,  where  they  told  him  In  sign  language  to  get 
bLisy  and  see  what  he  could  do  about  teaching  a  bunch  of 
Indians  the  intricacies  of  the  Warner  system,  hie  under- 
stood for  in  five  years  his  colorful  Redskin  squads  dropped 
only  9   of  65   games   and   were   a    sought-after-attraction. 

It  was  his  record  at  Haskell  which  was  the  forerunner  of 
one  of  these  Northwestern  "Moments"  we  were  talking 
about  a  while  back.  For  as  Athletic  Director  Wilson  scan- 
ned the  horizon  for  something,  someplace  to  somehow  jack 
up  the  sagging  Wildcat  grid  structure  it  loomed  in  the 
person  of  Dick  Hanley.  Fact  Is,  Wilson  and  Hanley  came 
to  Northwestern  together  after  having  been  warm  friend;? 
before,  and  from  the  entrance  of  both  dates  the  modern 
rise  of  this  school's  athletics. 

A  few  days  ago  (Sept.  !  5)  Dick  started  his  eighth  sea- 
son at  the  head  of  the  Purple  football  legion.  And  over 
the  stretch  It  hasn't  been  all  peaches  and  cream.  North- 
western has  had  to  take  a  good  many  cufflngs  down  there 
on  the  gridiron.  D.  Hanley  or  not.  The  '32  Wildcat  eleven 
was  long  on  yardage  but  weak  In  the  victory  column.  The 
punchless  outfit  of  '33  seemed  even  more  feeble  when 
considered  In  the  light  of  Hanley-coached  squads  which 
boasted  Rentner,  Baker,  Bruder,  Lewis,  Russell,  Wood- 
worth,    Riley,   Evans,   Marvi!  and  others. 

But  still,  whether  they  win  or  not,  football  fans  like  to 
watch  a  Northwestern  eleven  perform.  Throughout  the 
country  they  are  known  and  liked  and  FEARED.  Ask  any' 
grid  follower  about  'em  and  he'll  tell  you  he  enjoys  watch- 
ing Hanley's  team  'cause  they're  colorful,  they  play  hard. 

In  the  last  analysis  they  are  but  a  mirror  of  their  coach. 
For  Dick  Hanley  has  always,  since  entering  the  top  strata 
of  the  nation's  football  mentors,  been  known  as  a  forceful, 
aggressive  and  dynamic  personality. 
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Glenn  Frank,  president  of  the  University  of  Wisconsin,  lecturer, 
former  editor  of  the  Century  Magazine.  Nathan  W.  MacChesney, 
lawyer,  formerly  consul  genera!  for  Siam.  Arlo  A.  Brown,  presi- 
dent of  Drew  University,  formerly  president  of  the  University  of 
Chattanooga,  B.A.  1903.  Howard  Hanson,  composer,  conductor, 
director  of  the    Eastman    School    of   Music,    Music    1916.      Fay-Cooper 


Cole,  anthropologist,  professor  of  Anthropology  at  the  University 
of  Chicago,  B.S.  1903.  Frederici:  M.  Tisdel,  dean  of  the  College 
of    Liberal    Arts    and    Sciences    at    the    University    of    Missouri,     B.A. 

Walter  Dill  Scott,  president  of  Northwestern  University, 
B.A.     1895,     Ph.D.     1900.      Frank     O.     Lowden,     former     governor     of 

LL.B.  If 
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PURPLE  f^  PARROT 


THE     CAMPUS 
REMEMBERS 

RemeTTiber  the  great  Rebel?  ...  the  wild  cowpuncher 
of  the  Okiahoma  oilfields  who  crashed  thru  on  the  grid- 
iron .  .  .  and  on  the  campus  as  well  .  .  .  REB  RUSSELL? 
He  has  gone  back  to  his  first  love,  punching  cows,  but 
now  he  punches  them  In  front  of  the  camera  and  nriike 
...  a  rising  young  star  in  the  hlollywood  firmament.  And 
rising  right  along  with  the  Rebel  is  that  ex-University  The- 
atre Star,  LUCILLE  LUMD  .  .  .  now  being  groomed  for 
stardom  .  .  .  and  already  appearing  in  several  serial 
thrillers  .  .  . 

The  PUGGER  is  cashing  in  on  his  ability  as  a  pigskin 
toter  par  excellence  .  .  .  RENTNER  will  have  plenty  of 
chance  to  show  his  ability  this  fall  when  he  makes  his 
professional  debu''  .  .  .  and  EGGS  MANSKE  has  already 
shown  his  stuff  against  the  Bears  in  the  recent  All-Star  vs. 
Chicago  Bears  melee  at  Soldiers  Field  .  .  . 

JACK  RILEY  .  .  .  All-Amerlcan  tackle  .  .  .  Big-Ten 
Heavyweight  Wrestling  Champ  .  .  .  after  invading  Holly- 
wood now  has  turned,  not  to  pro-ball  as  would  be  sup- 
posed, but  to  pro-wrestling  .  .  .  and  when  last  heard  from 
was  doing  right  weii,  thank  you! 

DARRELL  WARE  .  .  .  creator  of  Little  Black  Cloud  .  .  . 
writer  of  numerous  plays  and  short  stories  .  .  .  and,  inci- 
dentally, last  year's  WAA-MU  script  ...  is  now  doing 
radio  skits  .  .  .  and  also  has  graciously  consented  to  con- 
tribute to  the  magazine  he  used  to  edit  while  at  N.U. 
.  .  .  the  Purple  Parrot  ...  his  first  novelette  appears  In  this 
issue  ...  we  hope  you  like  it  as  much  as  we  do! 

LORETTA  WhHITE  .  .  .  one-time  campus  Beauty  Queen 
is  living  up  to  her  record  .  .  .  she  is  posing  for  cigarette 
advertising  in  New  York  at  the  present  .  .  .  watch  for  her 
dazzling  smile  the  next  time  you  pick  up  a  magazine  .  .  . 
just  ano+her  reason  why  Nor+hwestern  is  noted  for  Its 
pretty  girls  .  .  .  and  the  girl  on  the  cover  of  this  issue  is 
still  another  reason!  Perhaps  she,  too,  will  some  day  follow 
In  la  belle  Loretta's  footsteps! 

BOB  JOHNSON  .  .  .  another  of  N.  U.'s  All-American 
tackles  of  a  few  years  back  ...  is  now  working  side  by 
side  with  BOB  LASATER  .  .  .  another  ex-tackle  and  "N" 
man  In  their  dental  offices,  In  the  Carlson  Building,  Evans- 
ton  .  .  . 

Remember  Vic  Gustafson,  Hank  Bruder,  Moon  Baker, 
Johnny  Haas,  Deke  McCarnes,  Joe  Relff,  Walt  Homer, 
Lou  Marshall,  Bert  Riel,  Al  Schwartz,  Wally  Colbath, 
Frank  Baker  and  the  many  other  stars  of  bygone  and  all- 
but-forgotten  college  days?  They  had  their  brief  share 
of  glory  and  now  are  but  a  memory  in  the  minds  of  those 
who  have  passed  on  with  them.  Next  month  they  will  live 
again  on  these  pages — the  feats  which  they  accomplished 
before  passing  on  will  be  marshaled  before  you  In  orderly 
arrav  so  that  you,  too.  can  remember  ...  as  the  campus 
does. 


ALUMNr      LOUDSPEAKER 

(This  column  is  open  to  any  and  ali  comments,  criticisms,  or  com- 
pliments coming  from  the  great  body  of  Northwestern  Alumni  to 
whom  these  pages  are  respectfuly  dedicated.  Address  all  material 
in  care  of  the  Alumni  Loudspeaker,  PURPLE  PARROT,  101  U.  H. 
Hall.) 

Sept.  4,   1934. 
"Editor  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT, 
"Dear  Sir: 

"I  have  just  finished  reading  the  forty-page  dummy 
copy  of  the  first  issue  of  the  new  PURPLE  PARROT  and, 
at  the  risk  of  seeming  a  bit  too  enthusiastic,  I  want  to 
say  that  the  PARROT  this  month  is  going  to  be  simply 
SWELL!  There  Is  some  real  talent  on  your  editorial  staff, 
Mr.  Editor,  and  I  don't  mean  maybe!  Where  did  you  get 
it?  Darrell  Ware's  complete  novelette  gently  satirizing 
the  prize-fighting  situation  of  today  is  a  knockout!  It  packs 
a  wallop  in  every  line! 

Since  I  am  an  Alumnus  of  Northwestern,  you  asked 
me  whether  or  not  I  believed  that  other  Alumni  would  be 
interested  in  subscribing  to  the  new  PURPLE  PARROT. 
I  replied  that  I  would  have  to  read  the  magazine  and 
get  my  own  reactions  before  I  could  give  you  a  fair  and 
unbiased  answer.  Well,  I  read  It — and  believe  you  me, 
you  will  certainly  get  MY  subscription!  And,  for  that 
matter,  that  of  my  sister,  also  an  Alumnus.  I  only  hope 
that  other  Alums  follow  our  precedent,  but  why  shouldn't 
they?  If  the  magazine  appealed  to  US,  it  would  carry 
the  same  appeal  to  other  graduates,  don't  you  think? 
At  least,  that  is  what  I  base  my  theory  on  when  I  say 
that  I  most  emphatically  DO  believe  that  the  Alumni  will 
lend  their  support  to  the  new  PURPLE  PARROT!  Here's 
wishing  you  success,  Mr.  Editor,  in  the  1934-35  new 
PURPLE  PARROT!    I  know  you'll  get  it! 

Sincerely,  R.  L.  L.,  '29. 

Well,  thanks  very  much.  Bob.  We  certainly  appreciate 
such  enthusiasm  and  support!  But  that  is  what  we  need 
and  must  have  if  the  PARROT  Is  to  be  a  success — SUP- 
PORT! Support,  in  this  case,  means  subscriptions — and 
subscriptions  mean  a  special  Introductory  offer  to  the 
Alumni,  of  five  issues  of  the  new  PURPLE  PARROT  for 
$1.00.  If  you  are  one  of  the  great  army  of  loyal  Alumni 
who  would  like  to  regain  a  bit  of  the  collegiate  glamour 
the  world  has  rubbed  off,  fill  out  the  coupon  below,  pin 
that  dollar  bill  to  it,  and  shoot  it  In  to  Davis  N.  Lott,  Editor, 
care  of  the  PURPLE  PARROT,  101  U.  H.  Hall,  North- 
western University.  You'll  receive  your  first  Issue,  the 
Campus  Celebrities  Number,  by  return  mail!  You  give 
us  your  support — and  we  give  you  SERVICE!  IS  IT  A 
DEAL? 

It's  a  NEW  Deal,  Mr.  Editor,  and  here  is  MY  support. 
Send  that  first  issue  PRONTO! 

To     

Street     

City State    

5    issues    for    $1.00 
with    "Life"   magaiine — $1.25 
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HICHTIER  THAN 
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(Continued    from    page    12) 
"Hi!'  shouted  the  Cap. 
"Oh,    hello." 

Scotty  looked  aggressive.  "Say,  what're  you 
doing   in   this  dressing    room?"   he   demanded. 
"That's    all     right,"     Dean     told     him,     swal- 
lowing.    "They're — they're     friends     of     mine." 
"Dat's    right!"    boomed    the    Cap.    "Every- 
thin's   swell.   We   got  odds   of  twenty-three   to 
one  on  ya.  Yer  gonna  win!" 
Dean   nodded. 

Cap's  benign  expression  fled  and  an  ugly, 
natural  glint  possessed  his  eyes.  "Ya  look 
scared.  Remember  what  1  told  ya — ya  make 
this  a  good  scrap  or — well,  remember  what 
I  told  ya."  He  paused,  then  added  definitely, 
"but  yer  gonna  win!'' 
Cap  exited  curtly. 

Scotty  was  alarmed  at  the  trembling  that 
set  in  after  Cap  had  gone.  "Listen,  Dean, 
you've  got  to  relax.  See?  The  ticket  is  to  be 
keyed  up  mentally  and  relaxed  physically. 
Where's  the  old  assurance?  Come  on,  boy, 
we'd  better  give  you  a  little  rub-down." 

From  a  distance  came  the  roar  of  the  crowd 
at  the  preliminaries.  It  all  began  to  seem  un- 
real to  him.  It  seemed  impossible  that  in  a 
few  minutes  he  would  be  standing  in  the 
ring,  blinking  out  at  a  clamorous  mass  of  peo- 
ple, waiting  for  the  heavyweight  champion 
of  the  world  to  appear.  What  was  going  to 
happen  within  the   next  half  hour? 

"All  right,"  Scotty  announced.  "Now  for 
the  bandages.  We'll  put  them  on  and  then, 
within  thirty  minutes,  take  them  off  and 
you'll  never  see  them  again.  That'll  be  great, 
eh,  Dean?" 

"!  hope  I  can  see  you  while  you're  taking 
them  off,"  Dean  said  seriously. 

They  were  told  that  the  last  preliminary 
was  on.  Dean  looked  at  Scotty  and  asked, 
somewhat  childishly,  "You'll  be  right  near 
me,  won't  you.  Scotty?  Tell  me  what  to  do?" 
"Won't  leave  you  a  second,"  Scotty  as- 
sured him,  finishing  the  bandages.  "Tear  into 
him  and  when  you  hit.  hit  right  here."  He 
marked  the  spot  on  his  own  chin.  "Then  you 
will  be  the  new  heavyweight  champion.  Un- 
officially." 

"That's  right."  said  Dean  thoughtfully.  "I 
will  be.  won't  I?" 

"You    bet    you    will,"    Scotty    assured    him. 
Then   added   quietly,   "if  you   win." 
8 
As  Scotty  directed   him  to  his  corner.   Dean 
felt  as   if  he   were   breasting   waves   of  sound. 
He   looked   out  from   the   glare   of  the   flood- 
lights   and    perceived    a    set    of    white    blurs, 
row   after   endless    row.    which    he    know    were 
faces   of  the   customers.  All    here   to   see   him. 
And    Nogales.   It  was   a    bracing   thought.   He 
shook    his    two    hands    above    his    head    in    an 
exaggerated    salute    while    the    crowd    roared. 
"Sit  down!"   Scotty  shouted.   Indicating   the 
stool.     "Linnber  up   when   Nogales   comes   in." 
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Scotty   looked   aggressive. 


Dean  nodded.  "Look  behind  you,  boy. 
There's  Colburn  and  Nick  and  the  gang." 

Dean  looked  and  waved  to  the  staff  of  the 
Daily  Press.  They  grinned  and  shouted  at 
him.  It  all  seemed  unreal.  And  yet.  how 
wonderful,  how  lovable  that  group  became. 
Friends.  In  a  world  of  strangers,  friends  are 
landmarks.  He  clenched  his  teeth  in  a  new 
resolve.  Then  he  studied  the  office  gang 
again.  Where  was  Sally?  He  asked  Scotty, 
who   also   searched    in    vain. 

"Forget  her!"  he  shouted  at  length,  his 
mouth  close  to  Dean's  ear.  "What  does  it 
matter?" 

It  mattered.  Dean  felt  the  ebb  of  his  con- 
fidence, Sally  had  probably  thought  that 
she  couldn't  stand  to  see  him — to  see  Nogales 
— oh,   well. 

At  this  moment.  Nogales  entered  the  hall. 
The  reception  for  the  new,  artificially  created 
champion  was  depressing.  A  prolonged  hoot- 
ing and  whistling  followed  him  as  he  came 
down  the  aisle.  Dean  saw  the  massive  brute 
approaching.     He   was   big,   big. 

Nogales  reached  the  ring  and  crouched  to 
go  through  the  ropes.  Unfortunately,  his  foot 
caught  and  he  sprawled  on  the  canvas.  Al- 
though the  crowd  went  crazy,  poor  Nogales 
looked  as  if  he  had  expected  it.  Sol  busied 
himself   in    gathering    up    his   fighter. 

Dean  laughed  so  heartily  that  the  newest 
pang  of  fear  vanished  and  when  the  time 
came  to  don  gloves  and  receive  introductions, 
instructions  and  inspections  In  the  center  of 
the  ring,  he  walked  confidently.  He  thrilled 
to  the  realization  that  he  was  the  popular 
favorite. 

The  gong  crashed  and  instinctively  he  left 
his  corner  and  dashed  across  the  ring.  Noga- 
les jumped  up.  planted  a  foot  cautiously  be- 
fore him  like  a  recently  cured  paralytic,  and 
the  next  Instant  they  closed.  Dean  swung  a 
right  from  the  floor  and  whipped  It  Into  Nog- 


ales' stomach.  He  experienced  a  thrill  at 
the  punch,  and  enthusiastically  followed 
blindly  with  a  left  and  another  right.  He  was 
mildly  annoyed  that  the  jaw  of  his  opponent 
was  so  far  above  him.  They  sparred  and 
clinched. 

Then,  abruptly,  he  felt  a  crashing  blow  on 
the  chin;  a  moment  of  darkness.  His  brain 
cleared  and  he  found  himself  strangely  prone 
on  the  canvas,  with  the  referee  above  him 
nearing  the  count  of  eight.  He  leaped  to  his 
feet,  realizing  that  in  his  enthusiasm  he  had 
forgotten  that  both  fighters  were  allowed  to 
hit.     Ah!     The  bell! 

"That  gong  saved  you!"  Scotty  shouted  as 
Dean  settled  wearily  back  on  his  stool.  "You 
stood    there    with    your    arms    down.      What's 


the 


atter 


"Nothing."  Dean  explained.  The  things 
Tony  was  doing  to  his  legs  felt  good. 

"Tie  into  him!"  Scotty  roared.  "Your  psy- 
chology stuff  is  fine  and  he's  tripping  on  his 
shadow,   but  he  won't  knock  himself  out!" 

"You're  doing  fine!  This  is  the  round  to 
finish  him."  Scotty's  voice  droned  on.  Dean 
saw  Colburn.  standing  up  and  waving  both 
arms.  This  was  a  swell  fight  for  Colburn. 
He  probably  didn't  feel  sick  to  his  stomach. 
And  there  was  Cap's  ugly  face  at  the  ring- 
side and  his  pudgy  fists  waving  something  or 
other,  perhaps  "Go  slow."  Well,  he'd  be  go- 
ing slow  enough  to  please  anybody  this  next 
round.  He  made  a  sudden  resolve  to  quit 
smoking. 

"When  you  get  the  next  opening,  nail  him 
with  all  you've  got."  Scotty  was  saying,  evi- 
dently of  the  opinion  that  Dean  had  been 
holding  back  so  far.  "It's  now  or  never;  I 
don't  think  you   can  last  ten   rounds." 

Dean  privately  put  a  limit  of  two  and  a  half 
rounds  on  his  endurance.  The  whistle.  The 
gong. 

Nogales  stumbled  into  a  clinch  at  once. 
The  brute  was  unbelievably  clumsy.  There 
v/as  something  In  this  psychology  angle  after 
all.  Just  as  he  reached  this  opinion,  Nogales 
backed  away.  Dean  arched  his  back,  straight- 
ened up  and  followed  through.  Nogales  took 
quick  steps  backward,  blinking.  Dean  stood 
looking  at  him  and  wondering  what  held  him 
up.     They  clinched. 

They  stood  perfectly  still  in  the  center  of 
the  ring,  with  the  referee  butting  his  head 
against  their  arms  and  exhorting  them  to 
break.  Dean  heard  Scotty's  imploring  voice, 
repeating  over  and  over.  "Now.  now.  now." 
It  beat  into  his  brain  and  fire  came  back  Into 
his  eyes.  He  shoved  Nogales  away.  "Your 
foot!"  he  gasped.  "Your  left  foot's  tangled 
with  the  right!" 

If  possible,  Nogales  had  grown  Increasingly 
dumb  as  the  battle  progressed.  He  backed 
away  and  looked  down.  Now  or  never! 
Dean  drew  a  deep  breath  and,  while  his  mus- 
cles beat  In  protest,  he  hit  what  he  knew  to  be 
his  last  blow  and  fled  for  his  corner.  He 
(Concluded    on    page    33) 
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NEWS     RE-VUES 

(Confinued  from   Page  22) 

The  Purple  Parrot  was  censored, 
heigh  ho,  and  the  details  of  that 
affair  made  interesting  reading  for  a 
time.  Our  pal  Newt  has  vowed  that 
it  won't  happen  again,  but  we  have 
known  Newt  for  some  time  now  and 
would  say  guardedly  that  the  Parrot 
will  get  its  share  of  publicity  with 
him  at  the  helm.    Wait  and  see. 

While  all  this  was  going  on  the 
basketball  team  got  off  to  a  bad 
start,  but  the  season  turned  out  very 
well   after  all. 

The  freshmen  staged  a  cap  burning 
which  ended  in  a  jailing  for  several 
of  them.  I  was  out  of  town  at  the 
time  and  don't  know  much  about  it, 
but  my  roommate  told  me  a  few  of 
the  details  later.  He  was  one  of  those 
incarcerated.  (And  deloused,   later.) 

The  Waa-Mu  show  made  a  hit  of 
fair  palpability  and  the  University 
theater  did  excellent  work  all  year. 
They  are  both  good  bets  to  continue 
their  fine   showings. 

Meanwhile  there  was  a  considerable 
pother  over  the  Evanston  Campus  as- 
sociation and  its  constitution,  which 
was  finally  cast  into  form  and  passed 
by  the  vote  of  a  ridiculously  small 
number  of  students.  The  Daily  cam- 
paigned against  the  constitution  and 
its  adoption  to  no  avail,  but  it  has 
decided  to  be  as  tolerant  as  it  can 
be  this  year  and  let  the  ECA  try  to 
make  something  of  Itself.  This  will 
be  a  difficult  task,  but  it  is  well  worth 
trying. 

The  curriculum  is  said  to  have  been 
modified,  but  the  change  is  hardly 
discernible  to  the  naked  eye.  There 
is  sure  to  be  more  news  about  this 
matter,  just  as  there  is  sure  to  be 
more  about  the  Sunday  opening  of 
Deerlng  library,  a  project  advocated 
by  many  students.  There  will  also 
be  agitation  for  the  liberalization  of 
women's  rules,  a  question  which  has 
furnished  the  inspiration  for  reams 
of  copy   and    hours   of  debate. 


The  events  we  have  mentioned 
were  the  Northwestern  news  of  last 
year.  During  the  summer  the  atten- 
tion of  students  has  been  diverted 
more  or  less  from  the  often  petty  but 
always  interesting  doings  of  the  cam- 
pus to  the  news  of  the  nation  and 
the  v/orld.  There  has  been  much 
to  read  this  summer — the  better  part 
of  it  sanguinary,  disquieting  and  de- 
plorable. There  were  strikes  at  San 
Francisco,  Minneapolis,  Milwaukee 
Kohler,  Toledo  and  elsewhere,  in  sev- 
eral of  which  Americans  were  killed 
by  Americans.  There  has  been  the 
drouth,  the  consequences  of  which 
promise  to  be  more  disastrous  than 
the  thing  itself.  There  was  the  mur- 
der of  Chancellor  Dollfuss  of  Austria, 
followed  by  Nazi-Loyalist  warfare. 
There  was  Hitler's  blood  purge  and 
the  death  of  Hlndenburg  and  Japan's 
agitation  for  naval  parity  with  the 
United  States  and  Great  Britain.  And, 
since  the  date  is  now  only  mid- 
August,  there  will  have  been  more  by 
the    time    this    appears    in    print. 

All  of  this  unrest,  as  reflected  in 
the  headlines,  is  significant  to  the 
college  student.  It  will  not  do  for 
anyone  to  seek  academic  isolation  on 
this  or  any  other  campus;  to  sequester 
himself  cozily  away  from  a  world  which 
does  not  seem  quite  sure  where  It  is 
going  but  which  is  moving  at  a  ter- 
rific pace.  Many  students  will  cloister 
themselves,  not  realizing  that  there 
is  a  universe  other  than  that  of  the 
campus.  For  the  others,  although  it 
may  sound  platitudinous  to  say  so, 
much  of  the  hope  of  the  world  can 
be  held  out.  Those  who  are  inter- 
ested in  learning  things,  who  will 
steadfastly  refuse  to  let  college  inter- 
fere with  their  educations,  may  in 
time  have  a  fair  idea  of  what's  wrong 
with  everything.  Then,  after  that, 
they  may  possibly  find  a  cure.  We 
doubt  it,   but  you   never  can  tell. 

No  more  till  next  month! 

—Nip. 
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The  little  Billy  Phelps  and  Betty 
We+herall  affair  Is  on  the  rocks,  with 
the  pin  safely  resting  on  Bill's  vest  (he 
does  wear  one)  over  the  gravy  spot 
again.  Betty  says  she  gave  it  back  be- 
cause everyone  was  laughing  at  'em, 
but  Billy  just  laughed  and  laughed, 
'cause  he  knew  he  wanted  it  back  any- 
way. Speaking  of  Phi  Gams,  Casey  at 
the  Bat  Meyers  was  on  an  awful  spot. 
Seems  as  though  he'd  asked  one  of 
the  so-called  charming  co-eds  around 
here  for  a  date  for  their  spring  brawl, 
and  was  then  informed  that  Ruthie,  the 
girl  back  home,  was  coming  up.  So  the 
flying  Dutchman  pulls  a  fadeout  and 
no  one's  heard  of  him  since. 

Lyie  Fisher  and  Shirley  Larson,  lat- 
est of  the  grand  passions,  have  a 
deeply  rooted  taste  for  beer  .  .  .  root 
beer,  get  it?  There  must  be  some- 
thing wonderful  about  love  when  you 
can  coo  softly  over  hamburgers, 
French  fries  and  the  aforementioned 
beverage.  That  is,  it's  all  right  until 
Manske  starts  doing  tricks  and  lands 
the  silverware  right  In  the  midst  of 
the  repast. 

Sister  Moyer  has  decided  that  col- 
lege hasn't  given  her  what  she  wants, 
or  that  she's  had  enough  of  it  or 
something,  so  she's  not  coming  back, 
which  news  will  bring  cheer  from  99 
and  fourty-four  hundreds  percent  of 
the  student  body,  and  loud  lamenta- 
tions from  column  writers,  who  from 
now  on  will  have  nothing  about  which 
to  write.  Farewell  Dotty,  why  not  try 
Yale   next.  (Next  Page,    please) 
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True  Romances 

Latest     additions     to     the     Golden 
Salmon  Club. 

Harry  Leeper    .  .  .  .Patsy  Boylston 
(But  she  gave  it  back  to  heem!) 

Dick  Schueler    Ellie  Pope 

Helen  Heim Red   Nichols 

Gump  Jones   ....  Barbara  Mearns 
Tom  Dunlop Mildred   Keily 


MORE  CAMPUS   FILTH 

OIlie  Duggins  is  resigning  himself  to 
the  life  of  a  botany  teacher,  so  that 
he  can  stay  at  N.  U.  'till  Lorraine,  (St. 
Louis  Blues)  Gaggin  gets  out.  Tell  us 
studes,  Is  that  love,  or  lack  of  trust? 

Betty    Osier    and    Jeem    Emery    are 

stepping  it  off  it  seems,  to  the  tune 
of  Lohengrin,  and  Osier,  who  thinks 
she  hasn't  had  enough,  will  now  pro- 
ceed to  get  some  genuwine  education 
at  Northwestern. 

Sally  Cook  is  hemming  napkins,  and 
monograming  bath  towels,  and  writ- 
ing long  letters  to  the  spouse-to-be, 
Al  Logan  (prom  leader)  who  is  out  in 
sunny  Gal,  trying  to  find  a  job  which 
pays  twenty-five  dollars  a  week. 

Someone  better  rescue  poor  (Bobby 
(string  bow  tie)  Breen.  It's  a  new  sea- 
son, and  that  demands  a  new  girl,  but 
Trudy  seems  to  think  she  has  him  for 
Bader   or  worse.    (No    puns,    please!) 

Andy  (profile)  McBroom,  jumped  all 
through  the  WaaWu  trying  to  decide 
on  the  fem  with  which  to  moon  about 
this  spring.  Finally  finding  one  to  suit 
his  distorted  taste  he  rushed  her,  only 
to  have  her  bloom  out  with  a  Phi 
Gam   blotch.   "Gh   learn  to  croon." 

Found:  Someone  who  thinks  that  Jo 
(Paunchy)  Puntschart  is  G.  K.,  the  real 
McGoy,  hot  stuff,  etc.  Bozo,  the  D.  U. 
Canine  whispered  to  us  tenderly  that 
he  thought  he  might  c'm  up  'n'  see 
her  s'mtime. 

Chuck  (Have-another-and-l'll-tell-you 
all  about  myself  and  my  illustrous  fam- 
ily) Carey  is  quite  the  cut  up.  At  the 
final    Phi    Delt   trample    last    spring    he 
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succeeded  in  buying  the  barber's  coat 
for  ninety-two  cents,  but  it  seemed  no 
one  wanted  a  "have  and  a  shaircut" 
even  for  only  two  bits,  so  he  blub- 
bered out  his  sad  tale  while  his  date, 
who  failed  to  catch  the  spirit,  visited 
with  the  chaperones. 

Wonder  just  how  much  longer  Dor- 
othy Jane  Johnson  thinks  she  can  fool 
the   men. 

Mortar  Board  Veerhoff  of  the  Boston 
Veerhoff's  must  have  quite  a  novel 
time.  She  being  a  K.  K.  L.  wanders  in- 
to the  Theta  formal,  and  was  there  fif- 
teen minutes  before  some  kind  soul 
directed  her  to  her  own  tong's  shuffle. 
Keep  away  from  the  other  Swift  Hall 
Amy,  you  might  not  get  engineered 
back  so  soon. 

Seen  at  the  fair.  Cam  Hitchock 
playing  guard  for  a  huge  box  of  Uncle 
Sam's  coppers.  Yes,  gentle  reader,  the 
safe  was  carefully  bolted,  as  they  had 
noticed  the  Delt  pin  previously. 

Danny  (I'm  God's  own  gift  to  wom- 
en) Dyer  would  like  to  say  that  he'll  be 
back  in  full  glorious  array  this  fall.  Line 
forming  to  the   left,   girls. 

Janey  Iredale  thinks  at  last  she's  put 
the  ball  and  chain  on  Manske.  Being 
skeptical  we  wonder  if  Cleopatra  her- 
self could.  Some  men  are  just  too  slip- 
pery to  get  caught — so  Janey's  goin' 
to  U.  G.  L.  A.  this  fall. 

And  did  you  know,  that  Mrs.  Mc- 
Farland  took  Joe  (Ripetide)  Chambers 
for  a  rug  this  summer,  on  account  of 
he  was  under  foot  all  the  time. 

Gurley  and  Van  Scoy  have  both  de- 
cided that  they  haven't  got  all  they 
want  out  of  college  yet,  so  they're  go- 
ing to  try  another  year  of  learning. 

THEY  SHOULD  NO 
BETTER  THIS  YEAR! 

That  famous  and  often  talked  about 
University  Entertainment  Service  which 
is  controlled  by  Charles  "Chile"  South- 
word  and  Roger  "Spike"  Larson  have 
moved  to  larger  and  more  elegant 
quarters  in  the  Church  Street  building 
— Room  201  to  be  exact.  Nothing  like 
putting   up  a   good  front — ! 


News  is  also  being  noised  around  of 
a  new  band  agency  on  campus — The 
Campus  Booking  Service — organized 
by  our  mutual  friend.  Newt  Lott,  and 
handling  exclusively  three-  and  four- 
piece  campus  bands  for  small  social 
functions,  especially  sorority  rushing 
affairs.  For  information,  drop  in  at 
101    U.  H.  Hall,  and  you'll  get  it. 

NAVY  NOTES 

It  seems  that  when  Van  Gorder 
somehow  managed  to  get  three  full 
days  leave  in  Norfolk,  he  did  a  beau- 
tiful job  of  making  the  Tri-Delts' 
— convention   a    success. 

At  Coral  Gables  Stewie  (prize  chis- 
eler)  Davidson  entertained  (?)  the  en- 
tire assemblage  with  songs  from  the 
S.  A.  E.  roster;  at  indefinite  intervals 
he  was  assisted  by  Chuck  Wiedeman 
who  tried  to  intersperse  a  few  of  the 
Phi    Psi    madrigals. 

Luckily  when  Marty  Graham,  Tom 
Crawford,  and  Harry  Moore  per- 
formed their  layout  dives  at  Deau- 
ville,  they  were  not  directed  at  the 
pool,  although  Harry  didn't  miss  it  by 
much. 

When  a  few  of  the  boys  went  on  the 
Saratoga  after  the  "can,"  they  were 
directed  on  tours  of  inspection. 
When  the  engineering  officer  was 
st.srting  to  explain  his  part  of  the  ship 
(his  division),  Ballard  (man  mountain) 
Bradley,  and  Claude  (lilacs)  Cain 
piped  up  and  said,  "We  can't  be 
bothered  with  this  stuff,  we're  Aero- 
nautical  Engineers." 

Cain  and  Bradley  had  repeatedly 
tried  to  get  permission  to  take  pic- 
tures of  the  Navy  airplanes  but  had 
always  met  with  failure.  On  Gain's 
last  day  aboard  the  Sara,  he  figured 
he  did  not  need  the  permission  and 
went  ahead  to  take  the  pictures  any- 
way. He  was  caught  in  the  act  and 
put  under  heavv  guard  as  an  interna- 
tional spy,  and  his  poor  date  for  the 
evening  had  to  wait  many  hours  with 
no   word. 

Be  good  'till  next  month!    Love — 

AUNT  POLLY 
and  the  Five  Female  Friends 
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(Continued   from    page   30) 
turned  to  see  Nogales  flat  on  his  back!     It  had 
worked ! 

"Thank  God,  thank  God,"  he  found  himself 
blubbering.  The  roar  of  the  crowd  came  to 
him,  and  the  correct  counting  of  the  referee 
from  one  to  ten.  Then,  as  Nogales  slowly 
gained  his  feet,  the  referee  arrived  to  lift  his 
tired  arm  in  signal  of  victory. 

Scotty  helped  him  down  from  the  ring,  into 
the  clamoring  circle  of  the  staff  of  the  Daily 
Press — and  Sally!  She'd  come  after  all!  He 
grabbed  her  arm.  Colburn  thrust  a  micro- 
phone before  his  lips.  "Talk!  Say  a  word 
Dean!" 

Dean  blew  Into  the  disc.  "Psychology  did 
It,"  he  panted.  "Tough  fight,  but  psychology 
did  It."  Sally  attempted  to  pull  away,  but  he 
restrained  her.  What  on  earth  ailed  the  girl? 
Then  he  turned  back  to  the  microphone  again, 
because  he  knew  that  thousands,  maybe  mil- 
lions of  people  were  listening.  "When  you've 
got  any  more  world's  champions,  bring  'em 
around  to  the  Dally  Press,  folks.  I  generally 
have   half  an    hour  free   after   luncheon." 

"Some  fight,  some  fight,"  Colburn  was 
chuckling  as  he  returned  the  microphone  to 
the  announcer. 

"Brute  strength  against  brains  and  skill,' 
said  Dean.  "It  was  a  cinch.  I  knew  I  had 
him  from  the  first  gong."  He  drew  Sally  to 
his  side.  "And  now,  what's  the  matter  with 
you?" 

"Let  me  go!"  Sally  demanded. 

Dean's  eyes  narrowed.  "So  you  bet  on 
Nogales,  did  you?  You  might  know  that  when 
I   start  a   thing,    I   finish   It!" 

"I  didn't  bet  on  Nogales,"  Sally  replied, 
eyes  flashing  fire.  "But  I  was  praying  that  he 
might  beat  you.  It  was  the  last  chance  to 
make  you  a  normal  human  being.  Now  let 
me  go!" 

Before  Dean  could  reply,  Calcutta  Cap 
strode  up.     "Swell!"  he  gloated.     "Swell." 

"Can  I  fight  or  can  I?"  Dean  grinned,  a 
new  wave  of  self-admiration  submerging  him. 
"I    licked    him    plenty!" 

"Licked     him?"     Cap     asked,     astonishment  .         XI  1  >  !• 

etched    into    every    line    of    his    ugly    visage.  entCrtaill    NorthwCStem  S    cllte    at    thc 

"When   I   bet  dough,   I   don't  take  no  chances, 
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you  tell  him  dat  da   fight  was  fixed." 

Tony  pointed  to  Sally.  "She  told  me  not  to 
tell   him." 

Weakly  Dean  released  Sally's  arm.  He 
swayed,  and  Colburn  hastened  to  prop  him 
up.  He  motioned  Calcutta  Cap  and  Tony 
away.  "Stop  into  the  office  tomorrow  and  I'll 
give  you  your  pay!"  he  shouted.  Dean  grew 
more  pale. 

"You  hired — you " 

"Wouldn't  admit  It  on  a  stack  of  Bibles," 
Colburn  grinned.  "Just  the  same.  It  was  a 
grand   exhibition."      He   grinned. 

Dean  offered  his  arm  to  Sally,  hopefully. 
"Come  on,"  he  begged.  "I'll  show  you 
where  to  wait  while  I  get  dressed  like  a  nor- 
mal  human   being." 

THE  END 


NEXT  MONTH - 
The  Purple  Parrot's 

NAUGHTICAL 
NUMBER 

-ONSALEMON.,  OCT.  15th! 
Featuring  — 

THE  NAVY  BALL 

when  EARL  BURTNETT  and  his  great  band  will 


Date  tentatively  set  for  Friday,  Oct.  19th  —  SAVE  IT! 


PJJRPLt  ^^  P  ARRO  T 


--THE      CAMPUS  — 


June    15th. 
DEAR  PARROT: 

Why,  in  God's  name,  don't  you  next  year  lay  off  the 
lousy  so-called  Humor  type  of  Magazine  and  attempt  to 
put  out  a  GOOD  Parrot  for  a  change?  You  know,  some- 
thing along  the  lines  of  Esquire,  Collier's  and  College  hlu- 
mor  combined.  That,  to  my  mind,  would  click.  Me,  I'm 
graduating,  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  seventeen  tutors,  so 
I  won't  have  to  suffer  anymore.  But  here's  hoping  you  can 
use  my  suggestion  for  what  it's  worth. 

N.  U.  '34. 

OKAY,  if  that's  the  way  you  feel  about  it,  '3^1 — we 
TOOK  your  advice — and  NOW  look  at  the  dam'  maga- 
zine! We  hope  you  like  it  as  much  as  the  staff  does,  at 
any  rate,  the  Parrot  is  certainly  different  this  year.  But  as 
to  how  good  it  is  and  how  well  the  campus,  McKinlock, 
Faculty  and  Alums  actually  like  it — well,  we  can  only  judge 
by  the  criticism  or  praise  which  is  sent  in  care  of  this  col- 
umn by  mail  to  101  U.  hi.  h^all,  or  else  dropped  in  the  Par- 
rot's box  outside  the  door.  How  about  it,  readers,  do  we 
get  your  reaction  to  this,  the  first  issue  of  what  we  sin- 
cerely hope  to  be  a  New  Deal,  or  don't  we?  This  column 
is  open  to  any  and  all  BACKFIRES  from  you,  our  readers. 
Let's  have  'em! 


REVIEW   RATINGS 


THE    PHONOGRAPH 

Franklin  H.  Keeran 


Moon    Glow — Benny    Goodman 

Smooth 

The  Very  Thought   of  You  —  Ray   Noble 

Smooth 

Sleepy    Head  —  Mills    Brothers 

Blue 

Spellbound  — Glen    Gray 

.       Smooth 

Old   Man    Harlem  —  Dorsey   Brothers 

Hot 

My  Hat's  on  the  Side  of  My  Head  —  Ray  Noble 

Rhythm 

Ebony   Rhapsody  —  Duke   Ellington 

.      Rhythm 

1   Never  Had  a  Chance  —  Eddie   Duchin 

.  .    Smooth 

Dames  — Eddie    Duchin    

"^^^^ 

Dance 



Mademoiselle  — Ray   Noble 

Smooth 

Easy  Come,   Easy  Go  —  Eddie   Duchin 



Dance 

Why  Don't  You   Practice  What  You   Preach - 

-Jan   Garber 

.     .Dance 

And   I   Still   Do— Ina   Ray  Hutto 

Page  34 


THE  INQUISITIVE  REPORTER 


Question — What  ever  caused  you  to 
hang   your   pin? 

Where  asked — Emerson  Hall  at  mid- 
nite. 

Where  answered — Pier  No.  33,  Cam- 
pus Beach. 


Bill  Hubbell — Say,  now,  there  y'  have 
me!  I  hung  my  pin  on  Franny,  well, 
just  for  the  hell  of  it,  I  guess.  (And 
Boy!  Did  I  catch  hell  when  I  got  home!) 

Mush  Leach — If  I  remember  tightly, 
she  was  saying  goodnight  to  me  in 
the  accepted  method  and  right  in 
the  midst  of  a  prolonged  smooch — 
pop!  goes  a  strap.  Well,  with  me  in 
a  daze,  I  didn't  realize  that  she 
grabbed  the  first  pin  handy  —  it 
WOULD  have  to  be  my  jooled  Phi 
Delt  pin.      Ah,  nuts! 

Ted  Hammond — Oooo,  my  poor  head 
— it's  bust  wide  open!  Wotta  night 
— naw,  she  didn't  get  my  pin  you 
goop  —  hah,  heh,  I'm  an  AUSTIN 
SCHOLAR! 

Stan  Jacobs — To  tell  you  the  honest- 
to-Gawd  truth — I  stuck  it  into  Shirley 
in  self-defense. 

Dave  Mathews — Well,  I  sez  to  Zaida 
one  night,  "Listen  you  little  punk, 
you've  been  stringin'  me  long  enough! 
Either  you  take  this  pin,  or  I'll  push 
your  beautiful  face  in!"  "Strike  if  you 
must  this  cute  black  head — but  keep 
your  gosh  dern  pin!"  she  said.  So  I 
hung  one  on  her. 

Bob  Albritton — What?  My  pin  hung? 
Who  told  you  that  dirty  lie!  It  was 
right  here  on  my  vest  last — well,  I'll 
be  damned!  It's  GONE!  That  little 
so-and-so!  Up  to  her  old  Gimme  Phi 
tricks  again,  hah?  I'll  fix  her  for  that — 
wait'll  I  get  my  hands  on  her  again — ! 

Chip  Taylor — That,  my  good  mien, 
is  a  closed  chapter  in  my  life — Joyce 
and  I  are  still  good  friends — very 
good  friends.  And  I'll  thank  you  to 
keep  your  nose  outta  my  business — 
or   I'll   knock  yer  damn   head   off. 


PUR.PLE    PURMS    'N  THINGS 


STEIN  SONG 
Small  ones  five,  large  ones  ten, 
Drink  enough  for  many  men, 
Order  dark  or  order  light. 
Makes  no  difference;  you'll  be  tight. 
3.2  won't  sound  so  strong. 
But  I  know  it  won't  be  long 
'Til  I  hear  the  plaintive  sounds 
Of    Schlegel!     make     it     six    more 

rounds. 
Burps  are  here  and  burps  are  there. 
Filling  all  the  smoky  air. 
Soon  you'll  have  to  have  a  knife 
To  cut  the  air  to  see  your  wife. 
Bar  is  blue,  and  walls  are  yeller 
In  ye  famous  old  rathskeller. 
Henry  make  it  six  more  darks! 
Henry  make  it  six  more! 
Henry  make  it  six! 
Henry  make  it! 
Henry  make! 
Henry! 
Burp!!!!  — Burr 

^  ♦  <5> 

AH,  SPRIG! 
Ah,  Peg!  Love  effervesces  through 
My    throbbing    veins    in    bubbling 

floods 
Of  pure,  sweet,  sparkling  blood  as 

new 
As  sap  within  a  tree's  Spring  buds. 
Indeed,  Life  seems  so  light  and  free 
When  love  of  Peg  fills  all  of  me. 
Within  my  heaving  bursting  breast. 
That  my  heart  sings  in  harmonies 
As  sweet  and  soft,   yet  filled   with 

zest. 
As  are  the  zephyrs  in  the  trees. 
Ah,    Peg!    My    soul    loud    cries    to 

soar 
On  breezes  from  a  tropic  shore 
Or  music  soft  from  some  dead  score. 
Unbound,     unleashed     —     forever 

more, 

SHORT  STORY 
DEPARTMENT 

Algie  saw  the  bear. 

The  bear  was  bulgy. 

The  bulge  was  Algie. 

The  rain  came. 

The  wind  blew. 

The  boys  smoked. 

The  bull  flew.       — Old  Une 


OLD  FASHIONED 


Here's  to  the  girl   in   the  high-heel 

shoes 
Who  eats  my  supper  and  drinks  my 

booze. 
And  then  goes  home  to  her  mother 

to  snooze  .  .  .  stingy! 


TORTURE!! 
Just   what   is   meant   by   this   word 

"Hell"' 
They  say  sometimes,    "It's  cold  as 

Hell," 
Sometimes    they    say,    "It's    hot    as 

Hell," 
When    it    rains    hard.    "It's    Hell." 

they   cry. 
It's  also  "Hell"  when  it  is  dry. 
They    hate    like    "Hell"    to    see    it 

snow, 
"It's   a   Hell   of   a    wind"    when    it 

starts  to  blow. 
Now    "How   in   Hell"    can   anyone 

tell, 
"What    in    Hell"    they    mean    by 

"Hell"? 

"Hell,  yes!"  "Hell,  no!"  and  "Oh, 

Hell,"  too! 
"The  Hell  you  don't,"   "The  Hell 

you  do," 
And   "What   in   Hell!"    and    "The 

Hell  it  is," 
"The   Hell   with  you,"    and    "The 

Hell  with  his," 
Now    "Who    in    Hell!"    and    "Oh 

Hell  where?" 
And  "What  the  Hell  do  you  think 

I    care?" 
But  "The  Hell  of  it  is,"  "It's  sure 

as  Hell," 
We    don't    know    "What    in    the 

Hell"  is  HELL. 


-Exchanqe 


<J> 


<S> 


HEAVEN 
Heaven  is  a  place  where  we 
Will  never  hear  a  moan. 
Heaven    is    a   place   where    we 
Can  always  be  alone. 

Heaven  is  a  place  where  we 
Can  never,  dear,  get  heck. 
Heaven   is  a  place   where   we 
In  peace,   my  dear,  can   neck  . 


ASTERISKY 
Mary  had  an  airplane. 
It  went  so  fast  and  brisk. 
What  a  fool  was  Mary 
Her  little  *  . 
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A  rolling  stone  gathers  no  moss. 
But  it  gets  damn  smooth. 


Found — Lady's  purse  left  in  my  car  while  parked. 
Owner  can  have  same  by  paying  for  this  ad.  If  she 
will  explain  to  my  wife  how  the  purse  got  there  I 
will  pay  for  the  ad  myself. 

Phone  M-123  League  City.  — Malteaser 


Prof:   A  fool  can  ask  more  questions  than   a   wise 
man  can  answer. 

Fresh:  That's  why  we  all  flunked. 

— Battalion 

<s>        ♦        <*> 

"That's  a  tall  tale  said  the  sorority  mother  to  the 
erring  pledge." 

"Oh  no,"  she  whimpered,  "he  was  sort  of  short." 


Hot:    Could   you   lend   me   a   fin   until   Thursday? 
Cold:  What  do  you  think  I  am,  a  fish? 

<i.      «       .i. 

Cluck:   "Etta  and  I  were  bosom  pals," 
Buck:    "No  confessions,    now," 

♦       •*' 

He — "Do  you  know  the  secret  of  popularity?" 
She — "Yes,  but  mother  says  that  I  mustn't," 

— Colgate  Banter 

•'s>         ♦         <^ 

Madam  (to  Chinese  servant) — After  this,  when 
you  enter  my  bedroom  please  knock — I  might  be 
dressing. 

Chinaman  —  Me  no  knock.  Me  allays  look  in 
kleyhole  first,  — Washington  Dirge 

My  girl  is  like  a  typewriter  key-board.  If  you 
touch   the  wrong  spots  you  get  terrible   words, 

— Voo  Doo 

^       ♦       # 

We  can't  understand  why  Bill  is  so  popular  when 
the  girls  all  say  he  makes  them  tired, 

•^       ♦       <» 


If  some  of  the  girls   in   this   town   had   the  power 
— Tiger  in  their  eyes  that  they  think  they  have,   they  could 

stir  their  coffee  with  a  dirty  look, 

— Yellow  Jacket 


Her:  I  think  dancing  makes  a  girl's  feet  too  big, 
don't  you? 

Him:  Yeah, 

( Pause,) 

Her:  I  think  swimming  gives  a  girl  awfully  large 
shoulders,  don't  you' 

Him:  Yeah, 

( Pause,) 

Him:  You  must  ride  quite  a  lot,  too. 


The  professor   rapped    on    his    desk    and     yelled. 
'Gentlemen,  order!" 
The  entire  class  shouted:   "Beer!  "  — Frivol 


There  was  three  men  in  a  boat  with  four  cigarettes 
but  no  matches.  What  did  they  do?  They  threw 
out  one  cigarette  and  made  the  boat  a  cigarette  lighter. 


"You  say   several   college   men   proposed   to   you?  " 
he  said  savagely. 

"Yes.   several.  "    replies   the   wife.     "Really   quite   a 
number." 

"Well.  I  only  wish  you  had  married  the  first  damn 
fool  who  proposed." 

"I  did.  "  — Ranger 

Florence:    "Mamma,  do  pigs  have  babies?" 
Mamma:  "Why.  of  course,  my  dear." 
Florence:   "Someone  told  me  they  had  little  pigs." 

— Paic 
<»       ♦       ^ 

If  two  people  can  sleep  alone  why  can't  one  per- 
son sleep  together'  — Lyre 


She:   I'm  perfect. 
He:   I'm  practice. 


Martha  (aged  9  )  :  Daddy,  is  cofferdam  a  bad  word? 
Father:   No,   my  dear,  it  is  perfectly  all  right, 
Martha:    Well,   my  teacher   has  a   bad   cold   and   I 
-Buccaneer  hope  she'll   cofferdam   head   off.  — -Sour  Oicl 
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FUNNY 
STUFF 

The  Terse 
Told  Tale 

BY     KEN 
HrNDLEY 


".  .  .  and  when  the  Irishman  who  was  stranded  in 
the  far  north  for  seven  years  was  asked  what  he  had 
missed  most  about  civilization  he  had  replied: 
'temptation.' 

"Golly,  that's  funny,"  roared  the  morons  in  the 
group. 

".  .  .  here's  a  very  tragic  story  in  tonight's  news- 
paper about  the  man  who  was  just  notified  that  he 
was  the  father  of  twins  and  was  en  route  to  the 
hospital  when  he  was  struck  down  and  killed  by  a 
truck." 

"That's  funny,"   muttered  the  collegiate  daughter. 

".  .  .  and  the  big  Swede  had  only  taken  a  few 
steps  when  he  slipped  and  fell  and  spread  his  anatomy 
all  over  the  asphalt." 

"God,  that's  funny!" 

"...  I  can't  understand  this  clock.  I  wound  it  up 
this  noon  and  now  it's  stopped  again." 

"Funny  thing  about  clocks,"  replied  the  humble 
listener. 

Funny.    FUNNY.    So  damnably  FUNNY! 

Joke,  tragedy,  accident,  and  common-place  .  .  . 
everything  is  so  funny. 

Funny?    Yes  .   .  . 

It's  funny  rumbled  the  radio,  funny  chimed  the 
clock,  funny  squawked  the  saxophone,  funny  clowned 
the  clarinet,  funny  outpoured  the  orchestra,  funny 
crooned  the  crooner,  and  funny  peeped  the  pekinesc. 

The  mad  chorus  was  thrown  to  the  winds.  In 
came  the  fiends,  the  morons,  imbeciles,  halfwits,  and 
lame-brains  in  response  to  the  summons  to  the  dance. 

Diabolical" grew  the  music,  rhythm  on  a  rampage. 
Answering  the  piper's  plea  the  theater-goers,  amateur 
ballad  composers,  football  players,  average  individuals, 
and  three-word  vocabulary  merry-makers  joined  in 
the  antics. 

"Funny,"  they  shouted  in  unison  at  loss  for  any- 
thing else  to  say. 

MAN  FOUND  DEAD^FUNNY. 

NURSE  IS  RAPED—FUNNY. 

REPUDIATE  WAR  LOANS— FUNNY. 

CHILD  BORN  DEAD— FUNNY. 

MILLIONS  UNEMPLOYED— FUNNY. 

GANGSTER  SLAYS  OFFICER— FUNNY. 

More  mad  music  was  played.  Joy  reigned  unrefined. 


The  synthetic  saturnalia  was  cut  short  by  the 
arrival  of  uninvited  guests,  ghosts  of  the  past! 

'Tunny  how  that  big  Swede  slipped  and  fell, 
wasn't  it,"  shouted  a  fiend  as  he  waltzed  past. 

"A  bit  too  bad.  hard  luck,  dangerous,  amusing  and 
slightly  lamentable,"  added  the  ghost. 

"Funny  as  hell  to  have  been  there.  Hear  about  the 
damn  clock  that  stopped?" 

"Quite  singular,"  said  the  ghost,  "odd,  peculiar, 
queer,  uncanny,  unusual,  coincidental,  mysterious." 

"Plenty  funny  all  right,"  remarked  the  fiend. 

"Funny?"  repeated  the  ghost.  "Damn  your  funny 
vocabulary  and  damn  your  funny  music." 

Silence  followed,  antics  stopped,  the  music  changed. 

Humorous  muttered  the  maid,  entertaining  insisted 
the  iceman,  mirthful  said  the  salesman,  laughable 
tooted  the  trombone,  jolly  flared  the  fife,  spicy  roared 
the  roue,  gleeful  hummed  the  humorist,  droll  broad- 
casted the  bachelor,  whimsical  shuddered  the  spinster, 
comical  cried  the  critic,  diverting  declared  the  dummy. 

Tragic  pleaded  the  policeman,  unfortunate  declared 
the  driver,  fatal  decided  the  doctor,  calamitous  called 
the  coroner,  sorrowful  fumed  his  friends,  pitiful 
prayed  the  preacher,  and  sad  said  his  family. 

A  bit  too  bad  stated  the  Englishman,  hard  luck 
replied  the  Yank,  dangerous  decided  the  observer, 
amusing  answered  the  listeners,  bane  slightly  lament- 
able complained  the  victim. 

Quite  singular  sighed  the  mistress,  peculiar  neighed 
the  neighbor,  queer  muttered  the  manufacturer,  un- 
canny said  the  suitor,  unusual  answered  the  agent,  co- 
incidental groaned  the  graduate,  mysterious  whispered 
the  witch. 

MAN  FOUND  DEAD— UNFORTUNATE. 

NURSE  IS  RAPED— ATROCIOUS. 

REPUDIATE  WAR  LOANS  —  QUESTION- 
ABLE. 

MILLIONS  UNEMPLOYED  —  CATASTRO- 
PHE. 

CHILD  BORN  DEAD— TRAGIC. 

GANGSTER  SLAYS  OFFICER— GHASTLY. 

The  ghosts  withdrew  now  that  their  mission  was 
completed. 

"Funny  beggars,"  remarked  the  morons  and  the 
weird  dance  went  on. 
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